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TO HU BXCEUXKOr 

THE LORD PKIVY SEAL^ 

ONTHB 

PROSPECT OF PEACE. 



— — Sacerdos 

Fronde super Mltram, et feliei comptus ollva. V1RG« 



TO THE LORD PRIVY 6EXU 

CoNTBMmiio kings and fields of death too loo^ 
Have been the aabject of the British song. 
Who hath not read of iani'd Bam01ia*s plain, 
Bavaria's fall, and Dannbe cbok'd with slain? 
EKhausted themes f a gentler note I raise. 
And nng retnming Peace in softer lays. 
Tbeil* fary queU*d| and martial rage allay*d, 
I wait bnr heroes in the silvan shade. 
Disbandinjs^ hosts are ima^d to my mind, 
And warring powers in friendly leagues combined, 
While ease and pleasure make the nations smiie^ 
And Heav'n and Anna bless Britannia's isle* 

Well sends oor qneen her mitred Bristol forth, 
For early counsels fam'd and long-tried worth, 
Who thirty rolling years had oft witliheld 
The Swede and Saxon from the dosty field, 
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Completely formed to lieal the Christian wounds, 
To name the kings, and give each kingdom boimdtf^ 
The fiioe of ravag'd Nature to repair. 
By leagues to soften earth, and Heaven by pray 'r ; 
To gain by love where rage and slaughter fail, 
And make the crosier o'er the sword prevail. 

So when great Moses with Jehovah's wand 
Had scattered plagoeso'er stubborn Pharaoh'sland, 
Mow spread an host oPIocnsts round flte shore, 
Now turn'd Nile's fattening streams to putrid gore^ 
Plenty and gladness mark'd the priest of God^ 
And sudden almonds shot from Aaron's rod. 

O Thou! from whom these bounteous blessings 
flow, 

To whom, as chief, the hopes of Peace we owe, 
(For next to thee, the man whom kings contend 
To style companion, and to make their friend. 
Great Strafford t rich in every courtly grace, 
With joyful pride accepts the second place) 
From Britain ^ isle and Isis' sacred spring, 
One hour, oh ! listen wliile thei Mouses sing. 
Though ministers of mighty roonarchs wait 
With beating hearts to learn their masters' &te, 
One hour forbear to speak thy queen's commands, 
Nor think the world, thy charge, neglected stands;* 
The blissful prospects in my verse displayed 
May lure the stubborn, the deceived persuade;. 
£v*n thou to Peace shalt speedier uige the way, 
And more be hastened by this short delay. 
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Tub hanghty Gaul in ten campaigns o'ertlirown 
Now ceas'd to tbink the western world bis own. 

Oft had he moiirn'd his boasting leaders bound, 

And liis proud bulwarks smoking on the ground* 

In vain with powers renewed he fiil'd the plain, 

Made timorous vows and bribed tbe saints in vain; 

As oft hb legions did the fight decline^ 

Lurk'd in the trench, and skulk'd behind tbe line. 

Before his eyes the fancied javelin gleams, 

At feasts he starts, and seems dethroned in dreams; 

On gloiy past reflects with secret pain^ 

On mines exhausted and on millions slain. 

To Britain's queen the sceptred supphant bendS| 
To her his crowns and infant race commends, 
Who grieves her fame with Christian blood to bny| 
Nor 9skB for glory at a price so high. 
At her decree the war suspended stands, 
And Britain's heroes hold their lifted hands; 
Tiieir open brows no threatening frowns disgaise. 
But gentler passions sparkle in Uieir eyes. 
The Gauls, who never in their courts could find 
Such tempered fire with manly beauty join'd, 
Doubt if they're those whom dreadful to the view 
In forms so fierce their fearful fancies drew; 
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At whose dire names ten thousand widows pressed 

Their helpless orphans clinging to the breast. 
In silent rapture each his foe surveys ; 
They vow ^rm friendship and give mutual praise* 
Brave mnids, howe'er ^t war, are secret friends ; 
Their generous discord with the battle ends : 
In Peace they wonder whence dissension rose, 
And ask how sonls so like could e'er be foes. 

Methinks I hear more friendly shouts rebound. 
And social darions mix their sprightly sound ; 
The British flags are fiirl-d, her troops disband. 
And scatter'd armies seek their native land. 
The hardy vetei*an proud of many a scar, 
The manly charms and honours of the war, 
Who hop'd to share his fiiends' illostrious doom. 
And in the battle find a soldier's tomb. 
Leans on his spear to take his farewell view. 
And, sighing, bids the glorious camp adieu. 

Ye generous Fair! receive the brave with smiles; 
Overpay their sleepless nights and crown their toils^ 
Soft beauty is the gallant soldier^ due ; 
For you they conquer, and they bleed for you. 
In vain prond Gaul with boastful Spain conspires 
When English valour English beauty fires : 
The nations dread your eyes, and kings despair 
Of chiefs so brave, till they have nympbs so fair. 

See the fond wife, in tears of transport drown'd. 
Hugs her rough lord, and weeps o'er every woond^ 
Hangs on the lips that fields of blood relatisi 
And smiles or trembles at his varions fiite. 
Near the fbll bowl he draws the fancied line. 
And marks feign'd trenches in the flowing wine^ 
Then sets the* invested fort before her eyes. 
And nunesy that whiri'd battalions to the skies; 
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ON THE PROSPECT OF P£AC£. i> 

His little listfeohig progeny tarn pale, 
And beg agaia to hear the dreadful tale. 

Such dire acliievements sings the bard, that tells 
Of palfrey'd dames, bold knigbtSi and magic spells^ 
Where whole brigades one cbainpionls arms o'er- 
throw, 

And cleave a giant at a random blow ; 

Slay paynims vile that force the fan*, and tame 

The goblin's fbry and the dragon's flame. 

Oar eager yooth to distant nations mn^ 
To vmt fields their valiant fathers won ; 
From Flandria's shore their comitry's tame they 
trace, 

Till far Germania shows her blasted fiice# 
The' exulting Briton asks bis moumfiil guide, 
Where his hard frte the lost Bavaiia tried ? 
Where Stepney grav'd the stone to Anna's fame?— 
He poiirts to Blenheim, once a vulgar name. 
Here tied the household, there did lUlard yield. 
Here Marlborough tum'd the fortune of the field : 
On those steep banks near Danube's raging flood : 
The Gauls thrice started back, and trembling stood : 
When ChurcbiU's arm perceiv'd, they stood not 
long, 

Bnt plunged amidst the waves a desperate throng t 
Crowds whelm'd on crowds dash'd wide the watiy 
bed. 

And drove the current to its distant head. 

As when by Raphael's or by Kneller's handi 
A wariike eourser on the canvass stands, 
Such as on Landen bleeding Onnond bore. 
Or set young Ammon on the Granic shore, 
If chance a generous steed the work behold, 
He snorts^ he neigbsi he champs the foamy gold; 
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So Hochstet seen, tumultuous passious roilf 
And bints of glory fire the Briton's soul» 
In fiineied fights he sees the troops engage. 
And all the tempest of the battle rage. 
[ Charm me, ye Powers! with scenes less nobly 
bright; 

Far humbler thoughts the' iogtorions Muse delight. 
Content to see the horrors of the field 

By ploughshares leveird or in flowers conceardr 
0*er shattered walls may creeping ivy twine, 
And grass luxuriant clothe the harmless mine; 
Tame fioeks ascend the breach without a woond^ 
Or crop the bastion, now a fimitfiil ground ; 
While shepherds sleep, along the rampai t laid. 
Or pipe beneath tlie formidable shade. 

Who was the man, (oblivion blast his name^ 
Tom out and blotted fi-om the list of iame I) 
Who fond of lawless rule and proudly brave 
First sunk the filial subject to a slave, 
His neighbours' realms by frauds unkingly gain^d^ 
|q guUtless blood the sacred emune atain'd, 
]jaid schemes for death, to slaiighter tnm'd hit 
heart, 

And fitted murder to the rules of art? 

Ah ! curst Ambition! to tliy lures we owe 
All the great ills that mortals bear below; 
Curst by the hmd, when to the spoil he yields 
His yeui s whole sweat and vainly ripen'd fields j 
Curst by the maid, torn from her lover's side. 
When left a widow though not yet a bride ; 
By mothers carst, when floods of tears they shec^ 
And scatter useless roses on the dead I 
Oh, sacred Bristol! then what dangers prove 
The arts thou smil'st ou with paternal love t 
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Then mi&'d with rubbish by the brutal &iefl^ 
In vain the marble breathesy the caiiirass |^ws ; 
To shades obscure the glittering sword porsnes 

The gentle poet and defenceless Muse: 

A voice like tliine alone might then assuage 

The warrior's fury and control his ruge ; 

To hear thee sp&ik might tiie^erce Vandal stands 

And fling the brandish'd sabre from bis hand* 

Far hence be driven to Scythia's stormy shore. 
The drum's harsh music and the cannon's Foar» 
Let grim BeUona hannt the lawless plsyn 
Where Tartar clans and grisly Cossaucks reign ; 
Iiet the steel'd Turk be deaf to matrons' cries. 
See virgins ravish'd with relentless eyes, 
To death grey heads and smiling infants doom. 
Nor spare the promise of the pregnant woml^ 
O'er wasted kingdoms spread bis wide eommaw( 
The savage lord of an unpeopled land ! 

Her guiltless glory just Britannia draws 
From pure religion and impartial laws ; 
To Europe's wounds a mother's aid she brings 
And holds in equal scales the rival kings : 
Her generous sons in choicest gifts abound, 
Alike in arms, alike in arts renown'd. 
As when sweet Venus (so tbe&ble sings) 
A wakUl by nereids from the ocean spriagSi 
With smiles she sees the tiireatenmg biUows rise, 
Spreads smooth tlie surge uad cleais the low'riog^ 
skieSy 

Light o'er the deep^wi th Hut teringCupids crown'd, 
The pearly conch and silver turtles bonadi 
Her tresses shed ambrosid odonrs round. 

Amidst the world of waves so stands serene 
Britannia's islci the Ocean's stately queen! 



Digitized by Google 



J 

1^ ON THB PROSPBCT OF RACB. 



Id vain the nations liave coDspir'd her fidl| 
Her trencli the 8ea» and fleets her floating wall : 
Defenceless barks, her powerfiil navy near^ 
Have only waves and hurricanes to fear. 
What bold invader or what land opprest 
Hath not her anger queli'd, her aid redrest! 
Say where have e'er her Union Crosses sailed, 
Bnt much her arms, her justice more prevaiM f 
Her labours are to plead the' Almighty's cause. 
Her pride to teach the' untam'd Barbarian laws. 
IVho conquers, wins by brutal strength the prize. 
But ^tis a godlike work to civilise. 

Have we forgot how from great Russia's throne 
The king whose power half Europe's regions own^ 
Whose sceptre waving, with one shout rush forth 
In swarmsi the hamess'd millions of the north, 
Tlirongh reabns of ice pursued his tedious way 
> To court our fnendship and our flime survey I 
Hence the rich prize of useftil arts he bore, 
And round his empire spread the learned store: 
(To' aidom <rid reidms is more than new to raise; 
fiBs country's parent is a monardi's praise.) 
His bands now march in just array to war, 
And Caspian gulfs unusual navies bear ; 
With runic lays Smolensko's forests ring, 
And wondering Volga bears the Muses sing. 
Did not the painted kings of India greet 
Our Queen, and lay their sceptres at her feet? 
Chiefs who full bowls of hostile blood had quafiPt^ 
Fam'd for the javelin and envenom'd shaft. 
Whose haughty brows made savages adore. 
Nor bow'd to less than stars or sun before : 
Her pitying smile accepts their suppliant claim. 
And adds four monaccbs to the Christian name» 
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Blest me of pow'rl O virtuous pride in kings ! 
And like his boun^ whence dominion springs! 
Whieh o'er new worlds makes Heavra's indolgeiiGe 
rimiey 

And ranges myriads under laws divine t 

Well bought with all that those sweet regions hold^ 

With groves of spices and with mines of gold. 

Fearless oar merehant now pnisiiea bis gaiD^ 
And roams seenrely o'er the bonndless main* 
Now o'er his head the polar Bear he spies. 
And freezing spangles of the Lapland skies; 
Now swells bis canvass to the sultry line, ^ 
With i^ttenqg spoils where Indian grottos shine. 
Where fames of incense glad the sonthem seas. 
And wafted citron scents the bahiiy breeze. 
Here nearer suns prepare the ripening gem 
To grace great Anne's imperial diadem ; 
And here the ore whose melted mass shall yield 
On fintbfiil coins each memorable field, 
Which mix'd with medals of immortal Rome 
May clear disputes, and teach the time to come. . 

In circling beams shall godlike Anna glow, 
And Charcfaill's sword hang o*er the prostrate foe ; 
In comely wonnds shall bleeding worthies stand, 
Webb*s firm platoon and Lnmley's faithful band 
Bold Mordannt in Iberian trophies drest. 
And Campbeirs dragon on bis dauntless breast ; 
Great Ormond*s deeds on Vigo's spoils enroll'd| 
And 6niscard*s knife on Harley's ChiK gold : 
And if the Muse, O Bristol ! might decree, 1 
Here Granville noted by the lyre should be, ^ 
The lyre for Granyiltey and the cross for thee* ) . 

Such are the hononis grateful Britain paysy 
So patiiots merits and so monarohs pfaiie : 
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O er distant times such records sliall prevail 

When English numbers antiquated fail : 

A triflkig song the Muse can oaly yield, 

And soothe her soldiers panting from tbe ield ; 

To sweet retirementB see them safe eonvey'd^ 

And raise their battles in the rural shade. 

From fields of death to Woodstock's peaceful gk>om9> 

(The poet's haunt) Britannia's hero comes— ^ 

.Pegin^ my Mnset and softly tondi the string; 

Here Henry lov'd, and Chancer learnt to smg. 

Hail, febled grotto ! hail, Elysian soil ! 
Thou fliirest spot of fair Britannia's isle ! 
Where kings of oM, concealed, forgot tbe thraie^ 
And beauty was content to sirine unknown^ 
Where Love and War by turns pavilions rear, 
And Henry's bowers near Blenheim's dome appear. 
The wearied champion lull in soft alcovesy 
The noblest boast of thy romantic groves. 
Oftf if the Mnsepyesage, sbalt he be seen 
By Kosamonda fleeting o'er the green, 
In dreams be hail'd thy heroes' mighty shades, 
And hear old Chaucer warble through the glades ; 
O^the &m'dedu)ing vaults his name shall boondi 
And hiil to Mil reflect the favomite sound. 

Here, here at least, thy love for arms give o'er. 
Nor, one world conqnei'd, fondly wish for more j 
Vice of great souls alone ! O thirst of fame i 
The Mnse acbnires it while she strives to blanie» 
Thy toils 1>e now to chase the bonading deer. 
Or view the coursers stretch in wild career. 
This lovely scene shall soothe thy soul to rest, 
And wear each dreadful image from thy breast ; 
With pleasure by thy conquests slialt thou see 
The queen triun^mnt and all Eai-«qpe free*: 
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No cares henceforth shall thy repose destroy. 
But what thou giv'st the world, thyself enjoy* 

Sweet flolilude I whm life's gqr hesn aie pas^ 
However we rang'd, in thee we fiat at last: 
Tost through tempestuous seas (the voyage o'er) 
Pale we look back, and bless the friendly shore: 
Our own strict judges, our pest life we scan^ 
And ask if gloiy batb eskurgd the span? 
If bright Ae prospect^ we tte graye defy; 
Trust future ages, and contented die. 

When strangers from far distant climes shall come 
To view the pomp of this triumpliant dorae^ 
Wheae^ rear'U alofi^ dissembled tropUes stands 
And bieatfaiiig labonia of tiie scuiptoi^ hand, 
Where Kneller's art shall paint the flying Gaul, 
And Bourbon's woes shall fill the storied wall, 
Heirs of thy blood,''shall o^ their boonteous board* 
Fix Emrope^ goard^ tby mmtuneiital sword f 
Banners tiiat oft have wav'd on conqaer'd walls, 
And trumps that drown'd the groans of gaspmg 
Gauls; 

Fair dames slaiU oft with cmioos eye explore. 
The eostly robes that slaoghter'd generals wore, 
Rich trappings from the Danube's whirlpools 

brought, 

(Hesperian nuns the gorgeous 'broidery wrought) 
Belts stiflf with gohi, the Boian honeman's pride^ 
And Oaid's fimr flowers in homaa crimson dy'd* 

Of Churchiirs race perhaps some lovely boy 
Slmll mark the burnishM steel that hangs on high, 
Shall gaze transported on its ghttering charms, 
And reach it stnigi^ing with unequal avms^ 
By signs the drum's tnmnltnous seand request, 
Then seek, in starts, the hushing mother's breast* 
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So in the painter's animated frame, 
Where Mars embraces the soft Paphian dame^ 
The little Loves io sport his falchion wiek!. 
Or jdn their strength Io heave bk poodrons shield j 
One, strokes the plnme in Tttyon*^ gore imbmed, 
And one, the spear that reeks with Typhon's blood ^ 
Another's infant brows the helm sustain. 
He nods his crest, and frights trie shrieking train. 

Thnt the rode tempest of the field overblown 
Shall whiter roonds of smiling years roll on ; 
Our victors, blest in peace, forget their wars^ 
Enjoy past dangers and absolve the stars. 
But, ohl what sorrows shall bedew your oms. 
Ye honoor'd shades I whom wMow'd Albion monma ? 
If yonr thin forms yet discontented moan, 
And haunt the mangled mansions once your own^ 
Behold what flowers the pious Muses strow, 
And tears which in the midst of triumph flow ; 
Cypress and bays yonr envied brows soironnd, > 
Your names the tendermatron^heartshdlwonnd, > 
And the soft maid grow pensive at the sound ! y 

Accept, great Annel the tears their memory 
' draws 

Who noUy perished in thehr sovereign^ cansej 
For thon in pity bid'st the war give o'er, 
Mourn'st thy slain heroes, nor wilt venture more^ 
Vast price of blood on each victorious day I 
(But Europe's freedom doth that price repay*) 
Lamented trinmplisi whjen one breath most tell 
That Marlborough conqner'd, and that Dormer 
fell. 

Great Queen ! whose name strikes haughty mo- 
narchspatef 
On whose jost scqptre bangs £aropa's scale, 
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Whose mm fik« If^rcjr wo«ti(b, derides like Fate, 

On wliose decree the irations anxious wait ; 
From Albion's cliffs thy wide-extended hand 
Stiail o'er the maiu to far Peru command; 
So fast a tract wkose wide domain shajl iUDi 
Its circBng ikkA shall see no setting snn ; 
Thee, thee, an hundjed languages shall claim, 
And savage Indians swear by Anna's name ; 
The line and pol^ shall own thy rightful sway^ 
And thy comamnds the sever'd globe obey. 

Roand the vast ball thy new dominions chant 
The watry kingdoms, and conti*ol the main; 
Magellan's straits to Gibraltar they join. 
Across the seas a tbrmidable line : 
The sight of adverse Gaul we fear no more, 
Bnt, pleas*d, see Dnntcirk now a guiltless shore* 
In vain great Ne^mie tore the narrow ground, 
And meant his waters for Britannia's bound. 
Her giant genius takes a mighty stride. 
And sets his foot beyond the' encroaching tide; 
On either bank tiie Umd its master knows, 
. And in the midst fhe subject ocean flows. 

So near proud Rhodes across the raging flood, 
Stupendous form! the vast Colossus stood, 
(While at one foot their thronging gallies ride) 
A whole bonfs sail scarce reach'd the fnrthiur side, 
Betwixt his braxen thighs in loose array 
Ten thousand streamers on the billows play. 

By Harley's counsels Dunkirk now restor'd 
To Britain's empire^ owns her ancient lord : 
la him tninsfiisfd his godlike iMher reigns, 
Rich in tile blood vrtflch swelPd that patriot^s veins. 
Who, boldly faithfiil, met hb sovereign's frown, 
Aad scom'd for gold to yield the' important town 

c 
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His son was born the ravished prey to claim, 
And France still trembles at a Harley s name* 
. A fort so dreadful to our English shore 
Oor fleets scarce feared tbesaodsor tempests more^ 
Whose vast expenses to such sums amoant, 
That the tax'd Gaul scarce furnished out the' ac- 
count, 

Whose walls such bulwarks, such vast towers re* 
straiiiy 

Its weakest ramparts are the rodcs and main. 

His boast great Louis yields, and cheaply buys 
Thy friendship, Anna ! with the mighty prize. 
Holland repming, and in grief cast dowu^ 
Sees the new glories of the British crown. 
Ah! may they ne'er provoke tliee to the fight, 
Nor foes more dreadful than the Gaul invite j 
Soon may they hold the olive, soon assuage 
Their secret mnrmurs, uor call ibrtb thy rage 
To rend the banks, and pour at one command 
Thy realm, the sea, o*er their precarious land. 

Henceforth be thine, Vicegerent of the skies ! 
ScornVl worth to raise, and vice in robes chastise^ 
To dry the orphan's tears, and from the bar 
Chase the brib'd judge, and hush Ihe wordy war ; 
Deny the curst blasphemer's tongue to rage^ 
And turn God's fury from an impious a^. 
Blest change ! the soldier's late destroying hand 
Shall rear new temples in his native land 
Mistaken zealots shall witli fear behold, 
And beg admittance in oor sacred fold ; 
On her own works the pious queen shall smile^ 
And I urn her cares upon her favourite isle. 

80 the keen bolt a vvanior angel aims, 
Array'd in clouds and wrapt io mantling flames | 
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He bears a tempest on his sounding wings, 
And \m red arm the forky vengeance llings : 
At iengthi Heaven's wmtli appeas'd^ he quits the 
war 

To roll his orb and goide hte destined star. 

To shed kind fate and hicky hours bestow, 
And smile propitious on the world below. 

Around thy throne shall faithful Dobies wait: 
These guard the church, and those direct the state. 
To Bristol, graceful in maternal tears, 
The Cliurch her towery forehead gently rears i 
She begs her pious son to' assert lier cause, 
Defetul lier rights, and reinforce her laws; 
With holy zeal the sacred work begin. 
To bend the stubborn and the meek to win* 

Our Oxford's Earl in carefnl thought shall stand, 
To raise his queen and save a sinking land. 
The wealthiest glebe to ravenous Spaniards known 
He marl^, and makes tlie golden world our own; 
Content with hands unsoil'd to guard the prize, 
And keep tiie store with nndesiring eyes* 

So round the tree that bore Hesperian gold, 
The sacred w^atch lay curPd in many a fold j 
His eyes upreariog to the' untasted prey, 
The sleepless gnaidian wasted life away* 

Beneath tlie peaceful olives, raided by you. 
Her ancient pride shall every art renew, 
(The arts with you fam'd Harcourt shall defend, 
And courtly Boiingbroke, the Muse's friend.) 
With piercing eye some search where Nature plays, 
And trace the wanton through her darksome maze^ 
Whence health from herbs, from seeds how groves 
begun, 

How vital streams in drcling eddies run ^ 
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Some teach, why round the sun the spheres ad vance 
In the fix'd measures of tlieir mystic dauce ; 
How tides when heav'd by pressiiig mopns o*erflow» 
And sun-bora Iris paints her diowci y bow. 
In happy chains our daiing language bound^ 
Shall sport no more in arbitrary sound; 
But buskin'd bards henceforth shall wisely rage. 
And Grecian plans reform Britannia's stage. 
. Tin Congreve bids her smile, Augusta stands 
And longs to weep when flowing Rowe commands. 
Britain's Spectatoi*s shall their strength combine 
To mend our morals and our taste refine ; 
Fight virtue's causci stand up in wit's defencei 
Win us from vice, and laugli us into sense. 
Nor, Priori hast thou bush'd the trump in vain; 
Tliy lyre shall now revive her mirthful strain 
New tales shall now be told: if right I see^ 
The soul of Chaucer is restor'd in thee, 
^rth, in nuyestic numbers, to the stars 
Shall raise mock heroes and fantastic wars* 
Like the young spreading laurel, Pope! thy name 
Shoots up with strength, and rises into fame. 
With Philips shall the peaceful valhes ring, 
And Britain hear a second Spenser sing. 
That much-lov'd youth whom Utrecht's walls confine 
To Bristol's praises shall his Strafford's join: 
He too, from whom attentive Oxford draws 
Rules for just thinking and poetic laws, 
To growing bards his learaed aid shall lend. 
The strictest critic and the kindest friend. 
Ev*n mine, a bashful Muse, whose rude essays 
Scarce hope for pardon, not aspire to praise, 
Cherish'd by you, in time may grow to iame^ 
And mine survive with Bristol's gloribns name. 
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Fir'd with the viewe this glittering scene displays^ 
And nnit vritfa passion for my country's praise^ 
My artieiis reed attempts this lofty theme 
Where sacred Isis rolls her ancient stream; 
In cloistered domes, the great Philippa's pride. 
Where learning Uooma while fame and worth pre- 
side; 

Where the fifth Henry arts and arms was taught. 
And Edward form'd his Cressy yet unfought ; 
Where laurel'd bards have struck the warbling 
strings. 

The seat of sages, and the nurse of kings. 
Here thy commands, O Liancaster! inflame 
My eager breast to raise the Britisii name, 
Urge on my soul with no ignoble pride 
To woo the Muse whom Addison enjoy'd; 
See that bold swan to Heav^ subliin^ aear» 
Pursue at distance^ and his ste{» adore^ 
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When Brunswick first appear'd^eaeh honest hearty 

Intent on verse, disdain'd the rules of art j 

For him the songsters in unraeasur'd odes 

Debased Alcides and dethroned the gods; 

In golden chaina the koigs of India led. 

Or rent the torban from the Sttltan's head* 

One in old fables and the Pagan strain, 

With nymphs and Tritons wafts him o'er the main^ 

Another draws fierce Lucifer in armSy 

And fills the' infernal region with alarma ; 

A third awakes some drnid to foretel 

Each future triumph from his dreary ceiL 

Exploded fancies! that in vain deceive, 

While the mind nauseates what r^he can't believe^ 

My Muse the' expected hero shall pursue 

From cUme to clime, and keep him still in view i 

His shining march describe, in faithful lays, 

Content to paint him, uor presume to praise ; 

' Written as a compliment to George tbe First, ou bis ar- 
rival Itt IJie Britisii dominioiis.^ 
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Their ebarmsi if oharms they bave^ the truth sap- 
plies, 

And from the theme unlabouWd beauties rise* 
By louging nations for the throne designed, 
And caird to guard the rights of human-kmd, 
With secret grief his godlike son! repines. 
And Britain*s crown with joyless lustre shines ; 
While pray'rs and tears his destin'd progi-ess stay, 
And crowdsofmourners choke their sovereign's way. 
Not so lie march'd when hostile sqnadrons stood 
In scenes of death and fir'd ins generous blood ; 
When his hot courser paw*d the' Hungarian plain^ 
And adverse legions stood the shock in vain, 
His frontiers past the Belgian bounds he views. 
And cross the level fields his march pursues : 
Here pleas'd, the land of Freedom to survey. 
He greatly scorns the thirst of boundless sway : 
O'er the thin .soil with silent joy he spies 
Transplanted woods and borrow'd verdure rise, 
Where every meadow won with toil and blood 
From haughty tyrants and the raging flood. 
With fruit and flowers the careful bind supplies, 
And clothes the marshes in a rich disL,^uise; 
Such wealtli for frugal hands doth Heaven decree, 
And such thy gifts, celestial Liberty ! 

Through stately towns and many a fertile plain 
The pomp advances to the neighbouring main ; 
Whole nations crowd around with joyful cries. 
And view the hero witli insatiate eyes. 

In Haga's towers he waits, till eastern gales 
Propitious rise to swell the British sails ; 
Hitlier the feme of England's monarch brings 
The vows and friendships of the neighbouring 
kings : 
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jVIature in wisdom, his exteimve mind 

Tttkes ID the blended interests of mankaid* 

The world*s great patriot ! calm Ihyamdonstoessls 

Secure in him, O Europe! take thy rest: 
Hencefortli thy kingdoms shall remain confined 
By rocks or streams^ the inonnds whkk Ueavli 
desiffn'd' 

Tlie Alps their new-iaade nooareh sbaB restrain. 

Nor shall thy hills, Pirene! ri^e in vain. 

But see I to Biiton's isle the 8qua<lrons stand. 
And ieav^ tlie sinking towers and lessening land ; 
'I^he royal bark bounds o'er the floatit^ plaiot 
Breaks through the billows, and divider the maiii. 
O'er the vast deep, great Monarch! dart thine 
eyes; 

A watry prospect bounded by the skies ; 
Ten thousand vessels from ten thousand shores 
Bring gums and gold, and either Indians stores^ 
Behold the tributes hastening to thy throne. 
And see the wide horizon all thy own ! 

Still is it thine. Though now the cheerfid crew 
Haii Albion's clifis just whitening to the vieW| 
Before the wind with sweJIiog sails they ride 
Till Thames receives them in his opening tide* 
The monai ( h hears the thundering peals around 
From trembling woods and echoing hills lebonnd^ 
Nor misses yet, amid the de^&oing train. 
The roarings of the hoarse lesomdiDg wdo» 

As in the 0ood he sails from either side^ 
He views his kingdom in its rural pride ; 
A various scene the wide-spread landscape yields 
O'er rich enclosures and luxuriant Aelds^ 
A lowing herd each fertile pasture fiUs« 
And distant flocks stray b*er a thousaod biQs : 
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Fair GreenvFiob hid in woods^ mti^ aew delight 
Shade above shade noii^ rases to the sij^t^ 
His woods ordain'd to visit every diore. 

And guard the island which they graced before. 
The sun, now rolling down the western way 
A blaze of fires, renews the fading day ; 
Unnumber'd barks the n^l barge infirid^ 
Brightening the twilight with its baeimy gold ; 
Less thick the finny shoals, a countless fry ! 
Before the whale or kingly dolphin fly : 
In one vast shout he seeks the crowded strand^ 
And us a peal of thander gains the land. 

^ Welcome, great Stranger ! to oar lon^ng eyes ; 
Oh, king desir'd !' adopted Albion cries, 
^ FiH* thee the East breathed out a prosperous 
breeze^ 

Bright were the sons and gently swelled the seas i 
Thy presence did each dpobtfal heart compose, . 

And factions wonder'd that they once were foes; 
That joyful day they lost each hostile name, 
The same their aspect and their voice* tlie same/ 

So two fiur twins, whose featares weredesij^d 
At one soft moment in the mother's mind, 
Show each the other with reflected gi ace, 
And the same beauties Moom in either face, 
The puzzled strangers which is wliich inquire, 
Delusion grateful to the smiling sire. 

Vfom that fiur bill ^ where hoary sages hoasi 
To name the stars and count the heavenly host. 
By the next dawn doth great Aogusta rise, 
Proud Town i the noblest scene beneath the skies I 

* Mr. Flamstead's hauBt, now tiie Observatory in Green- 

wicii-park. 
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O'er Thames her thoumid spires their lustre shed. 
And a vast navy bides his ample bed ; 

A floating forest! from the distant strand 
A line of golden cai*s strikes o*er the laud ] 
Britannia's peers in pomp and rich array 
Before tbeh: king triumphant lead the way : 
Far as the eye can reach the gaudy train 
A bright procession shines along the plain. 
So haply through the heaven's wide pathless 
ways 

A tMnnet draws a long-extended blaze, 
From east to west boms through the* ethereal 
firame. 

And half heaven's convex glitters with the flame* 
Now to the re^al towers securely brought, 
He plans Britannia's glories in his thought; 
Resumes the delegated power he gave* 
Rewards the faithful, and restores the brave. 
Whom shall the iMnse from out the shining throng 
Select to heighten and adorn her son^? 
Thee, Hali&x! to thy capacious mind, 

0 man approv'd ! is Britain*s wealth consigned : 
Her coin, while Nassau fought, debased and rude. 
By thee in beauty and in truth renew'd, 

An arduous work ! again thy charge we see, 
And thy own care once more returns to thee* 

0 1 form'd in every scene to awe and please, 
Mixt wit witli pomp, and dignity with ease ; 
Though caliM to shine aloft, thou wilt not scorn 
To smile on arts thyself did once adorn : 

For this thy name succeeding times sliall praise^ 
And envy less thy garter than thy bays. 

The Aluse, if fir'd with thy enlivening beams^ 
Perhaps shall aim at more exalted themes^ * 
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Record our monarch in a nobler strain. 
And sinf^ the opening vronders of his reign ; 

Bright Carolina's heavenly beauties trace, 

Her valiant consort and his blooming race. 

A train of kings their frnitfui love suppUesy 

A giorions scene to Albion's ravish*d eyes, 

Who sees by Bmnswick'sband her sceptre sw^y'd^ 

And through his line from age to age conveyed. 
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— Campus, ubi Troja fuit. ViRG. 

WnBRBKeDsiDgton bigho'er the naghbooring lands, 
'Midst greens and sweets, a regal fiibricl stands, 

And sees each spring luxoriant in her bow'rs, 

A snow of blossoms and a wild of flowVs, 

The daoies of Britain ofl in clouds repair 

To gravel walks and unpolluted air : 

Here^ while the Town in damps and darkness lies. 

They breathe iu sunshine, and see azure skies ; 

Each walk with robes of various dies bespread 

Seems from a&r a moving tulip bed. 

Where rich brocades and glossy damasks glow, 

And chintSy the rival of the showery bow* 

Here England's daughter, darling of the land ! 
Sometimes surrounded with her virgin band 
Gleams through the shades she, towering o'er the 
rest. 

Stands fiurest of the fmer kind eonfest ; 
Form'd to gain hearts that Bninswick's canse denied, 
And charm a people to her father's side. 
hong have these groves to royal guests been 
known. 

Nor Nassau first prefer'd them to a throne. 
Ere Norman banners wav'd in British air, 
Ere lordly Hubba with the golden haur 
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Ppur'd in his Danes, ere elder JuHns caine^ 
Or Dardan Bnitus gave oiw isle a name^ 
A prince of Albioa^a lineage grac'd the wood, 
The scene of vrw, and «tani'd with lovers' blood. 
Yoa who through gazmg crowds, your captive 
throng, 

Throw pangs and passions, as you move along. 

Turn on the left, ye fair ! your radiant eyes, 

Where all imlevell'd the gxy Garden lies. 

If generous anguish for another's pains 

Ere iieuv'd your hearts orshiver'U through your veins, 

Look down attentive on the pleasing dale. 

And listen to my melancholy tale. 

That hollow space, where now in liviog rows 
line above line the yew's sad verdnre grows, 
Was, ere the planter's hand its beauty gave, 
A common pit, a rude unfashion'd cave : 
The landscape now so sweet, we well may praise, 
Bat fiur, far sweeter in its ancient days. 
Far sweeter was it when its peopled ground 
Witli fairy domes and dazzling towers was crown'd ! 
Where in the midst those verdant pillars spring 
Rose .the proud palace of the elfin king^ 
For every hedge of vegetable green . 
In happier y$ars a crowded street was seen ; 
Nor all those leaves that now the prospect grace 
Could match tlie numbei's of its pigmy race. 
What urg'd this mighty empire to its Isite, 
A tale of woe and wonder I relate. 

When Albion rul'd the land, whose lineage came 
From Neptune mingling witli a mortal dame, 
llieir midnight pranks the sprightly Fairies play'd 
On every hill^ and danced in every shades 
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But, foes to sunshine, most tliey took deli^'ht 
Id dells and dales coiiceard fi om iiumaa sight j 
They bew'd theur booses in the arching rode. 
Or scoop'd the besom of the blasted oak, 
Or heard, o'ershadow'd by some shelving hill. 
The distant murmurs of the fallin": rill ; 
Theyt rich in pilter'd spoils, indulged their mirth» 
And pitied the huge wretched sons of eaiftb : 
Ev'n now His said, the hinds o'erhear their stnuD, 
And strive to view their airy forms in vain ; 
They to their cells at nmu's approach repair^ 
Lake the sliy leveret or tlie mother liare, 
The whilst poor momls startle at the sound 
Of nnseen footsteps on the hannted nfronnd. 

Amid this Garden then witli woods o'ergrowu 
Stood tlie lov*d seat of royal Oberon : 
From every region tq his palace gate 
Game peers mi princes of the fairy state^ 
Who rank'd in conncil roand the sacred shade 
Their monarch's will and great beliests obey*d. 
From Tliames' tair banks, by lofty towers adorn'd^ 
With loads of plmider oft his chiets returned ; 
' Hence in prond robes and colours bright and 
gay 

Shone every knight anil every lovely fay. 
Whoe'er on PoweH's dazzling stage displayed 
Hath iam'd king Pepin and his court surveyed. 
May guess, if old by modan things we trace^ 
The pomp and splendour of the FViiry race. 
• By magic fenc'd, by spells enconipass'd rounds 
No mortal toiiclrd this interdicted ground ; 
No mortal entered, those alone who came 
Stolen from the conch of some terrestrial dame j 



Digitized by Google 



EEKSINGTOK OABBEK. 



31 



For oft of babes they robl)*d the matron's bed, 
And left some sickly changeliiii^ in their stead. 

It cliaoc'd a youth of Albion's royal blood 
Was fbster'd here, the wonder of the wood. 
Milkah, for wiles above her peers renown'd, 
Deep skilPd in charms and many a mystic sound. 
As through the regal dome she sought for prey^ 
Observed the intant Albion where he lay, 
In mantles broider*d o*er with gorgeous pride, 
And stole him from the sleeping mother's side. 

Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind! 
Ah, wretched nymph ! to future evils blind : 
The time shall come when thou shalt dearly pay 
The theft hard-hearted of that gnilty day : 
Thou in thy turn shalt hke the queen repine, 
And all her sorrows doubled shall be thine. 
He who adorns thy house, the lovely boy 
Who now adorns it, shall at length destroy. 

Two hundred moons in their pale course had seen 
The gay-rob'd Fairies glhnmer on the green, 
And Albion now had reached in youthful prime 
To nineteen years, a3 mortals measure time. 
Flushed with resistless charms he iir'd to love 
Each nymph and little dryad of the grove ; 
For skilful Milkali spar'd not to employ 
Her utmost art to rear the princely boy : 
Each supple limb she swatli'd and tender bone^ 
And to the eltin standard kept him down; 
She robbM dwarf elders of their fragrant fruit, 
And fed him early with the daisy^s root, 
Whence through his veins the powerful juices mn, 
And form*d in beauteous miniature the man} 
Yet still, two inches taller than the rest, 
His lofty port his human birth contest; 



A foot in hdght how stately did he showl 

How look taperior on the crowd below ! 

What knight like him could tons the rnshy lance? 

Who move so graceful in the mazy dance? 
A shape so nice, or features half so fair, 
What Elf coold boast? or such a ilow of hair? 
Bright Kenna saw, a princess bom to reignj 
And felt the charmer bum in every vein* 
She, heiress to this empire's potent lord, 
Pi-ais'd like the stars, and next the moon ador'd ; 
She whom at Idistaiice thrones and princedoms 
view'dy 

To whom prond Oriel and Asnriel sned. 

In her high palace lans^iisli'd, void of joy, " ' . ^ . 
And pin'd in secret for a mortal boy. 

He too was smitten, and discreetly strove 
By courtly deeds to gam the vii^gin's love. 
For her he cnll*d tlie fewest flowers ttiat grew 
Ere morning suns had drained their fragiant dew; 
He chas'd the hornet in his mid-day flight, 
And brought her glow-worms in the noon of night* 
When on ripe fruits she i»st a wishing eye 
Did ever Albion think the tree too high ? 
Heshow'd her where the pregnant goldfinch hung^ 
And the wren-mother brooding o'er her young; 
To her the' inscription on their eggs he read ; 
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To her he show'd each herb of virtuons juice, 
Their powers distinguished, and described their 
nse. 

AU vain their powers, alas ! to Kenna prove. 
And well snng Ovid < There's no herb for love.' 
As when a ghost, enlarged from realms below^ 

Seeks its old friend to tell aotae secret woe. 
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The poor shade shivering stands, and must not break 
His painful silence till the mortal speak ; 
So far'd it with the little love-siek maid. 
Forbid to utler what her eyes betrayed: 
He saw her angaiBh and reveal'd his flame. 
And spar'd the blushes of tlie tongue-tied dame* 
The day would fail me should I reckon o'er 
The sighs they lavisird, and the oaths tliey sworcy 
In words so meiting that, compared with thos^ 
The nicest courtship of terrestrial beaux 
Would sonad Kke complimentB from country clowns 
To red-cheek'd sweethearts iu their home-spun 
gowns. 

All in a lawn of many a various hue 
A bed of flowers (a Faiiy forest) grew: 
Twas here one noon, the gaudiest of the May, 

The still, the secret, silent hour of day, 
Beneath a lofty tulips* ample shade 
Sat the young lover and the' immortal maid. 
They thought aH fairies slept. Ah, luckless £ur ! 
Hid but in vain in the sun's nomtide glare! 
When Albion^ leaning ou his Kenaa's breast, 
Tims all the softness of his soul exprest : 

' All things ai e hush'd ; the sun's meridian rays 
Veil the horizon in one mighty blase : 
Nor moon nor star in heaven's blue arch is seen, 
With kindly rays to silver o'er the green ; 
Gratefiil to fairy eyes tliey secret take 
Their rest, and only wretched mortals wake* 
This dead of day I fly to thee alone, 
A world to me, a multitude in one. 
Oh! sweet as dew-drops on these flowery lawn^. 
When the sky opens and the evening viawus ! 



K-ENSINOXaN GARDEItk 

Straight as the pink that towers so high in air V 

Soil as the blow bell ! as the daisy fair ! 
Blest be the hour when first 1 was conveyed 
An infant captive to tliis blissful shade ! ^ 
And blest the hand that did my form i*efine9 
And shrunk my stature to a match with thiue t 
Glad, I lor thee renounce my royal birth, 
And all the giant daughters of the Earth. 
Thou, if thy breast with equal ardour burni 
Renounce Ay kmd, and love for love return; 
So from m two, combinM by nuptial ties, 
A race unknown of demigods shall rise. 

0 speak, my love! my vows with vows repay. 
And sweetly swear niy rising fears away.' 

To whom- (the shining azure of her eyes 
More brighten'd) thus the' enamoured makl replies? ^ 
* By all the stars, and fii*st, the glorious uioon, 

1 swear, and by the head of Oberon, 

A dreadful oath ! no prince or fiiiry line 
Shall e'er in wedlock plight his vows with nuue* 
Where'er my footsteps in the dauce are seen 
May toadstools rise, and mildews blast the green ; 
May the keen east-wind blight niy favourite flowers. 
And snakes and spotted adders haunt my bow'rs; 
Couiin'd whole ages in a hemlock shade 
There rather pine I, a neglected maid ; 
Or worse, exil'd from Cynthia's gentle rays, 
Parch in the sun a thousand summer days^ 
Than any prince, a prince of fairy line, 
In sacred wedlock plight his vows with mine/ 

She ended, and with lips of rosy hue 
Bipp'd five times over in ambrosial dew, 
Stifled his words, when fi om his covert rear'd 
Thti iro wiling brow of Oberou appeared; 
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Asiiii-flower*strttiik was near, whencc(kiiliug sight !) 
Hie monarch tsstied, half an eil in height : 

Full on the pair a fiirioas look he cast, 
Nor spokcy but gave his bngle-horn a blast, 
That through the woodland echo'd far and wide. 
And drew a swarm of subjects to his side. 
A hundred chosen knights, in war renowned, 
Drive Albion banish'd trom the sacred ground ; 
And twice ten myriads guard the bright abodes 
Where the proud king, amidst his demi-gods^ 
For Kenna's sudden bridal bids prepare^ 
And to Aznricl gives the weeping fair. 

If fame io arms with ancient birth combined, 
A faultless beauty and a spotless mind, 
To love and praise can generous souls incline. 
That love, Azuriel! and that praise was tiuiie* 
Blood only less than rojdX fiird thy veins ; 
Proud was thy roof and large thy fair domains. 
Where now the skies high Holland-House invadeji^ 
And short-iiv'd VV^arwick saddened ail tiic shades. 
Thy dwelling stood, nor did in him afford 
A nobler owner or a lovelier lord : 
For thee a hundred fields produ<f d their store, 
And by thy name ten thousand vassals swore ; 
So lov d thy name, that at their monarch's choice 
All fairy shouted with a general voice! 

Oriel alone a secret rage snpprest, 
That from his bosom heav*d the golden vest. 
Along the banks of Thame his empire ran, 
Wide was his range and populous his clan. 
When cleanly servants, if we trust old tales, 
Beside their wages had good &iry vails. 
Whole heaps of silver tokens, nightly paid, 
The careful wife or the neat dairy-uiaid; 
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Scmk fiot his stores. With smiles and powerfid 

bribes 

He gain'd the leaders of bis neiijbboiir tribes. 
And ere tiie night the face of things had cliang'd^ 
Bencttth his banners half the fiiiries rang'd. 

Meanwh9e driven back to earth, a lonely way 
The cheerless Albion wandered half the day ; 
A long, long journey ! cbok'd with brakes and thoiiw, 
111 measured by ten thousand barley-corns* 
Tir'd out at length a spreading stream he spied 
Fed by old Thame, a daughter of the tide. 
'Twas tlien a spreading stream, though now Ha 
fame 

bbscur'd, it bears the Creek's inglorious name, 
And creeps^ as through contracted bounds it strays^ 
A leap for boys in these degenerate days. 

On the clear crystal's verdant bank he stood. 
And thrice look'd backward on the fetal wood, 
And thrice hegroan'd, and thrice be beat his breast. 
And thus in tears his lundred gods addrest : 

< If true, ye watry powers! my Bnei^ came 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame, 
Down to his court, with coral garlands crown'd. 
Through all your grottos waft my plaintive sound. 
And urge tiie god, whose trident shakes the earth. 
To grace his offipriiig and assert my birth.' 

He said ; a jrentle Naiad heard his pray'r, 
And touch'd with pity for a lover's care 
Shoots to the sea, where low beneath the tides 
Old Neptane in the' uniatbom'd deep resides. 
Ron^d at the news the sea's stem sultan swore 
Revenge, and scarce from present arms forbore; 
But first the nymph his harbinger he sends. 
And t9 her care the fevourite boy Cji»mm^ds. 
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As Uiirongh the Thames her baekwafd couise she 

guides, 

Driven np his current by the refluent tides, 
Aloug his banks the pigmy legions spread 
She spies, and haughty Oriel at their liead : 
Soon with wrong'd Albion's name the host she fires^ 
And counts the ocean's god among his sires ; 
* The ocean's god, by whom shall be o'erthroMTDi 
(Styx heard his oath) the tyrant Oberon. 
See here beneath a toadstool's deadly gloom 
lies Albion ; him the Fates your leader doom* 
Hear and obey ; *tis Neptone's powerful call: 
By him Azuriel and his king sliall fall.' 

She said ; they bow'd, and on their shields upbore 
With shouts their new saluted emperor. 
Ev'n Oriel smiFd> at least to smile he strove. 
And hopes of vengeance triumphed over love. 

See now the mounier of the lonely shade. 
By gods protected and by hosts obey'd; • 
A slave, a chiet^ by tickle Fortune's play. 
In the short course of one revolving day. 
What wonder if the youth, so strangely blest, 
Felt his heart flutter in his little breast: 
His thick embattled troops with secret pride 
He views extended half an acre wide : 
More light he treads, more tall he seems to rise, 
And stmts a straw-breadth nearer to the skies. 

O for thy Muse, great bard ' ! wliose lofty strains 
la battle join'd the Pigmies and the Cmnes; 
Each gaudy knight, bad I that warmth divine, 
Bach -colour'd legion, in. my verse should shine: 
&nt simple I and innocent df art, 
Tbe tale that sooth'd my infant years impart, 

1 Mr. Addison. 
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The tale I heard whole winter-eves iintir*d, 
And sin*^ the battles that my nurse inspired. 

Now the shrill coni pipesy echoing loud to armS| 
To rank and file reduce the straggling swarms: 
Thick rows of spears at once with sudden glare^ 
A grove of needles, glitter in the air : 
Loose in the winds small ribbon streamers flow. 
Dipt in all colours of the heavenly bow. 
And the ga; host, that now its march pursues. 
Gleams o*er the meadows in a thousand hues* 

On Buda'is plains thus formidably bright 
Shone Asia's sons, a pleasing dreadful sight! 
In various robes their silken troops were seen, 
The bhie, the red, and prophet's sacred green, 
When bloommg Bninswick near the Danube's flood 
First stained his maiden sword in Turkish blood. 

Unseen and silent march the slow brigades 
Through pathless wilds and unfrequentf.u ;>Iiadcs. 
In hope already vanquished by surprise 
In Albion*s power the fairy empire lies; 
Afaneady has he seis'd on Kenna's charms, 
And the glad beauty trembles in his arms. 

The march concludes ; and now in prospect near^ 
But ienc'd with arms, the hostile towers appear ^ 
For Oberon (or Druids falsely suoig) 
Wore his prime visier in a magic ring, 
A subtle sprite ! that opening plots foretold 
By sudden dimness on the beamy gold: 
Hence in a crescent formed his legions bright 
With beating bosoms waited for the fight: 
To charge their foes they march, a glittering band! 
And in their van doth bold Azuriel stand, 

Wliat rage that hour did Albion's sonl possesSj 
JLet chieis imagine and let lovers guess I 



Digitized by 



KENSINGTON GARDEN. 59 

Fortli issmng from bis ranks^ that strove in vain 
To check his coorsey athwart the dreadfol plain 

He strides indignant, and witli haui^lity cries 
To single figlit the fairy Prince defies. 

Forbear, rash youtli ! the' unequal war to tryi 
Nor, sprang from mortals, with immortals vie: 
No god stands ready to avert thy doom^ 
Nor yet thy grandsire of tlie waves is come. 
My worclf? are vain — no words tlic wretch can move 
By b'-auty dazzled and bewrtcird by love: 
He losgs, he burns to win the glorious prise. 
And sees no danger while he sees her eyes. 

Now from each host the ea^er warriors start, 
And fiirious Albion flings his hasty dart. 
*Twas feathered from the bee's transparent wing, 
And its shdl^t ended in a hornet's stiog; 
But tost in rage, it tiew without a wound 
High o*er the foe, and guiltless pierc'd the ground. 
Not so Azuriel's ; with unerring aim 
Too near the nep.dle-pointed javelin came. 
Drove through the sevenfold shield and silken vest, 
And lightly ras*d the lover's ivory breast 
Kons'd at the smarts and rising to the* blow, 
With his keen sword he cleaves his Fairy foe, 
Sheer from the shoulder to the waist he cleaves, 
Aud of one arm the tottering trunk bereaves. 

His useless steel brave Albion wields no more, 
But sternly smiles, and thinks the combat o*er: 
So liad it been, had au^it of mortal strain 
Or less than fairy felt the deadly pain; 
But empyreal forms, howe'er in light 
Gash'd and dismembered, easily nnite« 
As some frail cnp of Chuia*s purest mould, 
l^ith asnre vamish'd and bedropt with gold, 
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Though broke, if cnr'd by some nice virgin's hands' 

In its old strength and pristine beanty staad^t 

The tamidts of the boiUng Bobea braves^ 

And holds secure the ecfktfs sable waves ; 

So did Azuriel's arm, if Fame say trne> 

Rejoin the vital trunk whence first it grew, 

And whilst) in wonder dx'dj poor Albion stood^ 

PInng'd the cnrst sabre m his heart's warm bleed. 

The golden broidery tender Milkah wove^ 

The breast to Kenna sacred aud to love, 

Lie rent and mangled, and the gaping wonnd 

Pours out a flood of purple on tlie ground: 

Tlie jetty lustre sickens in his eyes, 

On his cold cheeks the bloomy freshness dies : 

* O Kenna ! Kenna !' thrice he tried to say ; 

* Kenna! farewell!' and sigh'd his soul away. 

His &U ttie Dryads with loud shrieks deplore 
By sister Naiads echo*d from the shore^ 
Thence down to Neptune's secret realms conveyed 
Through grots, and glooms, and many a coral shade. 
The sea's great sire, with looks denouncing war, 
The trident shakes and mounts the pearly car, 
Witii one stern frown the wide-spreaddeep deformsy 
And works the madding ocean into slomur 
0*er foaming mountains and ttrougk bursting tides 
Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides ; 
Till through the Thames in a loud whirlwind's roar 
It shoots, and lands him on the destin'd shore. 

Now fix'd on earth his towering stature stoodf 
Hung o'er the mountains and o*eriook*d the wood: 
To Bronipton*s grove one ample stride he took^ 
(Tlie vallies trembled and the forests shook) 
The next huge step reached the devoted shade 
WkerCi cbok'd in bloody was wretched Albion laid|| 
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Where now the vanquiah'd with the victors joui'd^ 
Beneath tlie regal banners stood combined. 

The*enibattleddwar& with rageandseom he past^ 
And on their town his eye vindictive cast ; 
In deep foundations liis strong trident cleaves^ 
And high in air the' uprooted empire heaves^ 
On his broad engine the vast niin hung^ 
Which on the foe with force divine he flnng : 
Agbaat the legions in the* approaching shade 
The' inverted spires and rocking domes survey'd. 
That downward tumbling on the host below 
Crush'd the whole nation at one dreadfiil blow ; 
Towec% annsi nympbsi yr^rriors^ are togeU^r losl^ 
And a whole empire fidb to soothe sad Atbion^a 
ghost ! 

Snch was the period long restrain'd by Fate^ 
And such the downfid of the fiury state. 
This I>ale^ a pleasmg rqpon^ not tmblesty 
Hiis Dale possest ttey^ and had still possest. 
Had not their monarch with a father's pride 
Rent from her lord tlie' inviolable bride ; 
Rash to dissolve the contract seaVd above^ 
The solemn vows and sacred bonds of Iiove.^ 
Now where bis elves so sprightly danced the ronnd^ 
No violet breathes nor daisy paints the ground j 
His towers and people fill one common grave^ 
A shapeless ruin and a barren cave. 

Beneath huge hills of smoking piles he lay 
Stann'd and confoanded, a whole sammer^s day ; 
At length awak'd, (for what can long restrain 
Unbodied spirits?) but awak*d in pain; 
And as he saw the desolated wood. 
And the dark den where once his empire stood^ 
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Grief cliill'd his heart ; to his half-open'd eyes 
In every oak a Neptune seem'd to rise : 
He fled, and left with all his trembling peers * 
The long possession of a thousand years. 

Through bush, through brake, through groves and 

gloomy dales, 
Through dank and diy, o'er streams and flowery 

vales, 

Direct they fled, but often look'd behind, 
And stopt and started at each rustling wind* 

Wing'd with like fear, his abdicated hands 

Disperse and wander into different lands; 

Fart hid beneath tlie Peak's deep caverns lie 

In silent glooms, impervious to the sky ; 

Part on fair Avon's mai £::in seek repose, 

Whose stream o'er Britain's midmost region flows^ 

Where formidable Neptune never came, 

And seas and oceans are batluiown by fame ; 

Some to dark woods and secret shades retreat, 

And sonie on mountains choose their airy seat ; 

There haply by the ruddy damsel seen. 

Or shepherd boy, they featly foot the green, 

Wliilc from their steps a circUng verdure springs; 

But fly from towns, and dread the com'ts of kings. 

Meanwhile sad Kenna, loth to quit the ^rove, 
Hung o'er the body of her breathless love. 
Tried every art (vain arts!) to chauajc his doom, 
And vow'd (vain vows!) to Join him in the tomb« 
What could she do? the Fates alike deny 
Tlie dead to Uve, or fairy forms to die. 

An herb there grows, (the same old llom^r ^ t^lb 
Ulysses bore to rival Circe's spells) . 

9 Odyss. ^b, x, 
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Its root is ebon^black, bat sends to light 

A stem that bends witii flowerets milky white j 
Moly the plant, which gods and fairies knoW| 
But secret kept from mortal men below ; 
On his pale limbs its virtuous juice she shed. 
And murmnrVl mystic numbers o'er the deiMi ; 
When lo ! the Httle shape by magic powV 
Grew less and less, contmcted to a flow'r, 
A flow'r that iirst in tliis sweet garden smil'd, 
To virgins sacred, and the Snow-drop styl'd. 

Tiie new-born plant with sweet regret she view*d, 
Warm'd with her si<;h$, and with her tears bedew'd^ 
Its ripen'd seedn from bank to bank convey'd, 
And with her lover whiten'd half the shade : 
Thus won from death each spring she sees him grow^ 
And glories in the vegetable snow. 
Which now increas'd through wide Britannia^ plains 
Its parent's warmth and spotless name retains; 
Fii*st leader of the flowery race aspires, 
And foremost catches the sun's genial fires; 
Mid frosts and snows triumphant dares appeari 
Mingles tlie seasons and leads on the year. 

Deserted now of all the pigmy race, 
Nor man nor fairy touch'd the guilty place : 
In heaps on heaps^ for many a rolling age 
It by accurst, the mark of Neptone's rage, 
TiD great Nassau recloth'd the desert shade, 
Thence sacred to Britannia's monarchs made. 
'Twas then the green-rob'd uy mph,fair Kenna, came, . 
(Kenna ! that gave the neighbouring town its name) 
Proud when she saw the' ennobled Garden shine 
With nymphs and heroes of her lovers line, 
She vow'd to grace the mansions once her own, 
And picture out in plants the fairy town: 



Digitized by Google 



44f KENSINGTON GARDEN. 

To lkr-fiun*d Wise her flight imae^ she sped> 
And mtb gay* prospects fiird the craftsman's head^ 

Soft in his fancy drew a pleasing scheme^ 

And plann'd that landscape in a mominG: dream* 

With the sweet view the sire of Gardens fis^d 
Attenq^ts the labour by the nymph uispir*d| 
The walls and streets in rows of yew designs^ 
And forms tlie town in all its ancient lines ^ 
The comer trees he lifts more high in air, 
And girds the palace with a verdant square^ 
Nor knows, while round he views the rinng seenes. 
He builds a city as he plants his greens. 

With a sad pleasure the aerial maid 
This image of her ancient realm surveyed, 
How chang'dy how &ll'n, from its pruneval pride i 
Yet here each mooui the hour her lover died^ 
Each moon the solemn obsequies she pays, 
And leads the dance beneath pale CynthiafTays; 
Pleas'd in these shades to head her fairy train, 
And grace the groves where Albion's kimmeareign. 



Digitized by 



OXFORD 

INSCRIBED TO LORD LONSDALE^ 

mDGCVII \ 



Ununi opus est, intact^e Palladis urbcm 
Carmine perpetuo ctiebnire. 

HOR. I, Odf fii. 



Whilst yon, my lord, adoiu that stately seat 

Wbere sbining Beauty makes her soft retreat^ 

Enjoying all those graces^ uncontroPd, 

Which DoblCsSt vouths would die but to behold ; 

Whilst you iohabit Lowther's awful pile, 

A structure wortliy of the founder's toil, 

Amaz'd we see the former Lonsdale ^ shine 

In each descendant of his noble Ime ; 

But most transported and surpiis'd we view 

ffis ancient glories all revived in you, 

Where charms and virtues join their equal race, 

Yoiiria|tber'sgodbkesonl,yoQr mother'slovely fierce* 

1 Tbis poem is sobjohied to Dr. Johnson's Life of Tickell. 

< Richard, second Lord Viscoaiit Lonsdale. He died 4)f 
the 8malLp«ix 1st Dec. 1713. 

^ Sir John Lowther, one of the early promoters of the 
Revolution, was constituted Vice Chamberlain to Kin?? \Vil. 
liam and Qneen Mary on tlieir advancement to the throne, 
created Barou Lowther and v iscouut Loubdale iu 1696, and 
appointed Lord Privy Seal in 1699. He died 10th July 
noo. V 
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Me fortune and kind Heaven^s indulgent care 
To famous Oxford and the Muses bear. 

Where of all ranks the blooming youtlis combine 
To pay due homage to the mighty Nine, 
And snatch with smiling joy ti)e laurel crown 
Due to the learned honours of the gown: 
Here I, the meanest of the tuneful throng. 
Delude the time with an unhallow'd song. 
Which thus my thanks to much-lovM Oxford paySy 
In no ungrateful though unartful lays. 

Where shall I first the beauteous scene disclose^ 
And all the gay variety expose? 
For wheresoe'er I turn my wondering eyes 
Aspiring towers and verdant groves arise ; 
Immortal gi'eens the smihng plains array, 
And mazy rivers mnrninr all the way. 

O I might your eyes behold each sparkling dome^ 
And freely o^er tlie beauteous prospect roam. 
Less ravish* d your own Lowther you'd survey, 
Though pomp and state the costly seat display; 
Where Art so nicely has adom'd tlie place, * 
That Nature's aid might seem an useless grace. 
Yet Nature's smiles such various diarms impart 
That vain aud needless are the strokes of Art. 
In equal state our rising structures sliine, 
Framed by such rules and fonn'd by such design. 
That here, at once surpri^d and pleas'd, we view 
Old Atliens lost and conquered in the new; 
More sweet our shades, inore fit our bright abode* 
For warbling Muses and inspiring gods. 
Great Vanburgh's ^ self might own each artful 
draught 

Equal to models in his curious thought^ 

Sir Joliu Vauburgb. 
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Nor scorn a iabric by our plans to firame. 
Or in immortal labours sing their fame : 
Both ways he saves them from destroying Fate^ 
If iie bnt praise them, or but imitate. 

See where the sacred Sheldon's haughty dome ^ 
Rivals tlie stately pomp of ancient Rome, 
Whose fonn so great and noble seems designed 
To' express the grandeur of its founder's nund : 
Here in one lofty building we behold 
Whatever the Latian pride conld boast of old. 
True^ no dire combats feed the savage eye. 
And strew the sand with sportive cruelty ; 
But more adorned with what tlie Muse iuspireS| 
It far outshines their bloody theatres. 
Delightful scene ! when here in equal verse 
The youthful bards tbeir godlike queen rehearse^ 
To Churchiirs wreaths Apollo*s laurel join, 
Aud sing the plains of Hochstet and Judoign. ^ 

Next let the Muse recoi^d our Bodley's seat^^ 
Nor aim at numbers Uke the ^alyect great. 
All hail ! thou fabric sacred to the Nine^ 
Thy fame immortal and thy form divine I 
Who to thy praise attempts the dangerous (light 
Should in thy vaiious tongues be taught to write ^ 
His verse, like thee, a lofty dress should wear. 
And breathe the genius which inhabits there } 
Thy proper lays alone can make thee live, 
And pay that fame which first thyself did give: 
So fountains which through secret channels flow. 
And pour above, the floods they take below^ 
Back to theur father Ocean urge their way. 
And to the sea the streams it gave repay. 

* The Theatre. * The Bodleiaa Libmy. 
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No more we fear the military rage 
Nurs'd up ia some obscure, barbarian age, 
Nor dread the ruin of our arts divine 
From thick-skuil'd heroes of the gothic fiBe^ 
Though pale the Romans saw tiiose arms adwHKe^ 
And wept their learning lost in ignorance. 
Let brutal rage around ite terrors spread, 
The living murder, and consume the dead. 
In impious fires let noblest writittg^ bum. 
And, with their authors, share a common am^ 
Only, ye lates I oar lovVI Bodleian spare, 
Be It, and Learning's self shall be, your care ; 
Here every art and every grace shall join, 1 
Collected Phcebus here alone shall shine, > 
Each other seat be dark, and tiiis be all divine, j 
Thns when the Greeks imperial Troy ddac'd^ 
And to the ground its fatal walls debased, 
In vain they born the work of iiands divine, 
And vow destruction to the Dardan line, 
Whilst good iEneas flies the^ uneqiial wars. 
And with his guardian gods liilas bears ^ 
Old Troy for ever stands in him alone, 
And all the Phrygian kings survive in one. 

Here still presides each sage s reverend shade, 
In soft repose and easy grandeur laid 9 
Tlieir deathless works forbid their feme to die, ^ 
Nor Time itself their persons shall destroy, C 
Preserved within the living Gallery 7. 3 
What greater gift could bounteous Heav'n bestow 
Than to be seen above, and read below? 
With deep respect I bend my duteous head 
To see the faithful likeness cSi the dead ; 



7 Tiie Picture-QaUery. 
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But O! what Mnse can equal warmth impart? 
The painter's skill trwscends the poet's art* 
When round the^pietui'd foanders I d^sciy^ 
With goodness soft and gi*eat with nisyestyy 
So much of life the artful colours give, 
Scarce more witiiin their colleges they live; 
My blood begins in wilder rounds to roll, 
And pleasing tumiitts combat fan my sonly 
An bamble awe my downcast eyes betray. 
And only less than adoration pay. ' 
Such were the Roman fathei*s when, overcome. 
They saw the Gauls insult o*er conquered Kome^ 
£acb captive seem'd the haughty victor*8 lord. 
And prostrate cliiefi Iheir awM sla:res ador'd. 

^uch art as tliis adorns your Lowther's Hall, 
Where feasting gods carouse upon the wall; 
The nectar which creating paint supplies 
Intoxicates each pleas'd spectator's eyes. 
Who view amaz'd the figures, heavenly fiur. 
And think they breathe the tme Ely sian air s 
With strokes so bold, great Verrio's hand has drawn 
The gods in dwellings brighter than their own. 

Fir'd with a thoosaad raptures, I behold 
What lively features grac'd each bard of old; 
Sucii lips I think did guide bis charaiiiig tongue. 
In such an air as this the poet sung; 
Such eyes as these glow*d with the sacred fire, 
And hands like these employed the vocal lyve* * 
Quite ravishM I pursue eaeh image o^er. 
And scarce admta*e their deathless labours rndft 
See, where the gloomy Scaliger appears, 
' Each shade is critic and each feature sneers I 
The artful Bea so smartly strikes the eye, 
I more than tee m frncied comedy ; 
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The muddy Scotas crowns the motley aboWy 
Afid metaphysics doud his wrinkled brow; 
Jint distant awe invades my beating breast 
To see great Ormond in the paint exprest; 
With fear I view the figure from afar 
Which bums with noble ardour for the war; 
But near approaches free my doubting mindi 
To view soch sweetness with such grandeur joined* 

Here studious heads the graver tablet shows^ 
And tlieie with martial warmth the picture glows; 
The blooming youth here boasts a brighter iiue^ 
•And painted virgins far outshine the true* 

Haili colours which with Nature bear a strife^ 
And only want a voice to perfect life { 
The wondering stranger makes a sudden stand. 
And pays low homage to the lovely band, 
Within each frame a real fair believes, 
And vainly thinks the mimic canvass lives, 
Till nndeceiv'dy he quits the' etichanting show. 
Pleased with the art though he laments it too. 
» So when his Juno bold Ixion woo'd, 
And aim'd at pleasures worthy of a god, 
A beauteous cloud was formed by angry Jov0 
yit to invite though not indulge bis love ; 
The mortal thought be saw his goddess shine, 
And all the lying Graces iook'd divine, 
But wlien with heat he cla^p'd her fancied charmsy 
The empty vapoi^r balk'd his eager ^rms. 

Loth to d^p^t I leave the' inviting scene. 
Vet scarce forbear to view it o'er again. 
But still new objects give a new delight, 
iVnd various prospects bless the wandering sight* 

Aloft in state the airy towers arise, 
4od w}th nev{ liu^tr^ deck (he vrondering; skies. 
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1^, to what height the schools ascending reach! 
Built with that art which they alone can teach; 
The lofty dome expands her spacious gate 
Where all the decent Graces jointly wait; 
In every shape the god of Art resorts, 
And crowds of sages fill the* extended courts. 

With wonders fi*augUt the bright Museum see^ 
Itself the greatest curiosity. 
Where Nature's choicest treasures all combin'd 
Delight, at once, and quite confound the mind ; 
Ten thousand splendors strike the dazzled eye. 
And form on earth another Galaxy. 

Here colleges in sweet confusion rise, 
There temples seem to reach their native skies; 
Spires, towers, and grovescompose the variousshew, 
And mingled prospects charm the doubting view. 
Who can deny their cliaracters divine, 
Without resplendent, and inspired within? 
But since above my weak and artless lays, 
Let their own poets sing their equal praise. 

One labour more my grateful verse renews. 
And rears aloft the low-descending Muse! 
The building ^ parent of my young essays 
Asks, in return, n tributary praise : 
Pillars sublime bear up the learned weight, 
And antique sages tread the pompoui» height. 
Whilst guardian Muses shade the happy piieS| . 
And ail around diffuse propitioqs smiles* 
Here Lancaster, adom'd with every grace^ 
Stands chief ni merit as the chief in place: 
To his lov*d name our earliest lays belong, 
The theme at once and patron of our song; 

* QMea^ CoUqie Lttaaffi 
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LiODg; may he o'er his much-lov'd Qaeen preside^ 
Our arts encourage, and our counsels guide^ 
Till after ages, fiU'd with glad 8iirp»e> 
Behold bis image all majestic rise* 
Where now in pomp a venerable band, 
Princes, and queens, and holy fathers stand, 
Good Egglesfield^ claims homage from the eye» 
And the hard stone seems soft with piety ; 
The mighty roonarchs still the same appear, 
And every marble frown provokes the war ; 
"Whilst rugged rocks, mark'd with Philippa's face, 
Soften to charms, and glow with new->bom gcace. 
A sightless noble did the warriors yield 
Transformed to statues by the Gorgon shield^ 
Di^storting fear the coward's form confest. 
And fury seemed to heave the hero's breast; 
The lifeless rocks each various thought betray'd^ 
And all the sool was in the stone displayed. 

Too high, my verse I has been thy daring flight ; 
Thy softer numbers now the groves invite. 
Where silent shades provoke the speaking lyre^ 
And cheertiii olgects happy songs inspire. 
At once bestow rewards and thoughts mfiise^ 
Compose a garland, and supply a Bfitte. 
" Behold around, and see the living green 
In native colours paints a blooming scene; 
The' eternal buds no deadly winter fear, 
But scorn tiie coldest season of the year ; 
Apollo, sore, will bless the happy plaoe 
Which his ovm Daphne condescends to grace j 
For here the everlasting laurels grow 
In every grotto, and on ,every brow. 



* Robert EggletMaf^. BslkBltomnA^r, 1340 
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Prospects so gay demaod a Coiigreve's strains 
To call the goda and nympba upon the plains ; 
Fan yields his empire o*er the silvan throng, 

Pleas'd to submit to his superior song; 

Great Denham's «^enius looks with rapture down^ 

And Spenser's sliade resigns tiie ruEal crown. 

Fiird with great tboDghts a tlionsand sages ro?e 
Throngh every field and solitai y grove. 

Whose souls, ascending an exalted height. 
Out-soar the drooping Muse's vulgar tiight, 
That longs to see her darling votai*ies laid 
Beneath the covert of some gentle sbadot 
Where pnrling streams and warbling birds conspire 
To aid the' euchantmeuts of the trembling lyre. 

Bear me, some god, to Clirist-church, royal seaJti 
And lay me softly in the green retreat 
Where Aldricb holds o*er wit the sovereign pow'JV 
And crowns the poets which he taught bdbre« 
To Aldrich, Britain owes her tuneful Boyle, 
The noblest trophy of tiie conquered isle, 
Who adds new warnitii to our poetic fire. 
And gives to Eogland the Hibeinian ly ve< 
Philips, by Pboebna and Us Aldricb taught, 
Sin<4s with that heat wherewith his Churchill fought ; 
Unfettered in great Milton's strain he writes, 
Like Milton's angels, whilst his hero figlits \ 
Pursues the bard whilst he with honour can, 
JBqoals the poet and excels the roan. 

O'er all die plams, the streams, and woods around. 
The pleasing lays of sweetest bards resouud^ 
A faithful echo evei^ note returns. 
And listemng river-gods neglect their nrn$« 
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When Codringtoa and Steele their verse onreioy 

And form an easy maffected Btrain, 

A doable wreath of laurel binds their Imtow^ 

As tliey are poets and are warriors too. 
Trapp's lofty scenes in gentle numbers 8ow, 
Like Dryden great, as soft as moving Rowe. 
When youthfiii Harrison'' with tnnc^l skili 
Makes Woodstock Park scarce yield to Cooper*a* 
Hill, 

Old Chaucer from the' Elysian Fields looks down^ 
And sees at length a genius like his own ; 
Charm'd with his lays which reach the shades below 
Fair Rosamonda intermits her woe, 
Forgets tJie anguish of an injured soul, 
The fatal poniard and envenom'd bowl. 

Apollo smiles on Magdalen's peaceful bow'rs, 
Perfiimes the air, and paints the grot with flow'is^ 
Where Yalden leam'd to gain the myrtle crown. 
And every Muse was fond of Addison. 
Applauded man ! for weightier trusts designed. 
For once disdain not to nnbend thy mind i 
Thy mother Isis and her groves rehearse, 
A snbject not unworthy of thy verse ; 
So Latian fields will cease to boast thy praise. 
And yield to Oxford, painted in thy lays ; 
And when the age to come, from envy free, 
What thoa to Virgil giv'st shall give to thee, 

10 The great beuelactor of All Souls' College, 
'1 William Harrison, Esq. fellow of New College Oxford, 
tutor to one of the Duke of Quecnshury's &om, and after- 
wardt secretary in an embassy to Holland. He died Feb. 
14, 1713 ; and was lamented by Swift and Young. His ^Mna 
ef Woodstodt Park is prlatied in Dodsley^a aritei^tM* 
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Us immortal by the poet's skill 

^ Shall in the smooth description murmur still 
New beauties shall adorn the silvan scene, 
And in thy numbers gi*ow for ever green, 

Danbys fam'd gift such verse as thme requires^ 
EsaUed raptnres and celestial fires ; 
Apollo here shall plenteously impart 
As well his singing as his curing art. 
Nature herself the healing garden loves^ 
Which kindly her declining strength improve | 
Buffles the strokes of unrelenting Death, 
Can break his arrows and can blunt his teeth. 
How sweet the landscape ! where in living trees 
Here frowns a vegetable Hercules ; 
There fam'd Achilles learns to live agaioy 
And looks yet angry in the mimic scene ; 
Here artful birds, whicii blooming arbonrs show^ 
Seem to fly higher whilst they upward grow ; 
From the same leaves botli arms and warriors rise^ 
And every boagh a ditferent charm supplies. 

So when onr world the great Creator made. 
And unadorned the slu^sh Chaos laid, 
Horror and Beauty owu'd their sire the same. 
And Form itself from Parent-Matter came j 
Tliat lumpish mass alone was source of all^ 
And bards and themes had one original. 

In vain the groves demand my longer stay. 
The gentle Isis wafts the Muse away. 
With ease the river guides her wanderhig stream, 
And hastes to mingle with uxorious Thame > 

" Letters from Ihily by Mr. Addison. 
13 The Physic garden at Oxford. Tliift hint was happily 
takeu up itt iU3 i>y i>r. Evans. 
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Attempting poets on fact bankg lie dawB^ 

And quaff, inspir'd^ t[ie better Helicon ; 
Hannonions strains adoni their various themes. 
Sweet as the banks and flowing as the streanift. 
Ble88*d we whom bounteoos Fortune iiere hm 
thrown. 

And made the various blessings all onr own ! 
Nor crowns nor globes, the pageantry of statei 
Upon our humble easy slumbers wait, 
Nor aogltt tiiat is Ambition^ lo% tlieme 
Distarbs onr sleep, and gilds the gaudy drean. 
Touch'd by no ills which vex the' unhappy great^ 
We only read the changes in the state ; 
Triumphant Marlborough's arms at distance hear^ 
And learn fit>ni Fame the roagh events of war. 
With pointed rhymes tbe GaBic tyrant pierce, 
And make the cannon thunder in our verse. 

See how the matchless youth their hours improve^ 
And in tlie glorious way to knowledge move i 
Eager for fame, prevent the rising sun, 
And vratdi the midnight bboars of the moon. 
Not tender years their bold attempts restrain 
Who leave dull Time, and hasten into nienj 
Pure to the soul and pleasing to the eyes, 
like angels youthful, and like angels wise. 

Some learn the mighty deeds of ag^ gone, 
And by the lives of heroes form their olvn ; 
Now view the Granic choked with heaps of slain^ 
And warring worlds on the Pharsalian plain j 
Now hear the tnmipet's elangor from afiir^ 
And all the dreadliil harmony of war; 
Now trace those secret tricks that lost a state. 
And :>earch the fine-spun arts that made it gieat ; 
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Correct tliose errors that its ruin bred, 

And bid some long-lost empire rear its ancient head. 

Others, to whom persaaaiv^ aits beiougt 
(Words in tlieir looks and musie on their tongue) 
Instmcted by the wit of Greece and Rome^ 
Learn richly to adorn their native home; 
Whilst listening crowds confess the sweet surprise. 
With* pleasure in their breasts and wonder in their 
eyes. 

Here earioos minds the latent seed disclose^ 

And Nature*8 darkest labyrinths expose ; 
Wliilst greater souls the distant worlds descry, ^ 
Pierce to the' outstretcii*d borders of the sky, f 
Enlarge the searching mad, and broad easpand t 
the eye* j 

O yoo, whose rkin^ years so great began, 
In whose bright youth I read the shining man, 
O Lonsdale! know what noblest minds approve, 
The thoagbts they cherish and the arts they lovei 
Let these examples your yonog bosom flre^ 
And bid yonr soni to boundless height espire* 
jMethinks I see you in oar shades retired, 
Alike admiring and by all admir'd: 
Your eloquence now charms my rjivish'd ear» 
Which future senates shall transported bear; 
Now raooiTifiil verse inspires a pleasing woe, 
And now your cheeks with wadike fury glow ; 
Whilst on the paper fancied fields appear^ 
And prospects of imaginary war, 
Your martial sool sees Hochstet's fiital plain^ 
Or fights the iam^d RamtUia o'er again. 

But I in vain these lofty names rehearse, 
Above the faiiu stttempts of bumble verse^ 
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Which Garth fehoold in immoital stndos design^ 

Or Addison exalt with warmth divine : 

A meaner song my tender voice requires. 

And fainter lays confess-tbe fainter fires; 

By Nature fitted for an hnmble.tbemey 

A painted prospect, or a mannoring stream ; 

To tune a vulgar note in Echo's praise, 

Whilst Echo's self resounds the flattering lays ; 

Or, whilst I teli how Myra's charms surprise. 

Paint roses on her diedks and suns within her eyes. 

O I did proportioned hdgfit to me belong. 
Great Anna's name shoald grace the' ambitiona 
song ; 

Illustrious dames should round their queen resort. 

And Lonsdale's mother crown the splendid court ; 

Her noble son should boast no vulgar place^ 

But share the ancient honours of his race, 

Whilst each fair daughter's face and conquering eyes 

To Venus only should submit the prize. 

O matchless beantiesi more than heavenly fair. 

Your looks resistless and divine your air ! 

Let your bright eyes their bounteous beams diffuse. 

And no fond bard shall ask an useless Muse^ 

Their kindUng rays excite a noble fire, 

Give beauty to the song, and music to the lyre* 

This charming theme I ever could pursoei 
And think the inspiration ever new, 
Did not the god my wandering pen restrain, . 
And bring me to his Oxford back again. 

Oxford ! the goddess Muse's native home, 
Inspir'd like Athens and adom'd like Rome, 
Had*8t thou of old been learning's fam'd retread 
And pagan Muse& chose thy lovely seat, 
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O how unbounded had the fiction been ! 
What fiudcied visions had adorn'd the scene ! 
Upon each hill a silvan Pan had stood^ 
And every thicket boasted of a god; 
Satjrrs had frisk'd in each poetic grove^ 
And not a stream without its Nymphs could move ; 
Each summit had the train of Muses show'dy 
And Hippocrene in every fountaio flow'd: 
The tales, adora'd with each poetic grace. 
Had look'd almost as charming as the place. 

Ev'n now we hear the world with transports own 
Those fictions by more wondrous truths outdone* 
Here pure Eusebia keeps her holy seat, 
And Themis smiiea from heaven on this retreat ; . 
Onr chaster Graces own refin'd desures. 
And all our Muses burn wiUi vestal tires ; 
Whilst guardian angels our Apoilos stand, ) 
Scattering ricli &vours with a bounteous iiand, > 
To bless the happy air and sanctify the land. } 

O pleasing shades I O ever green retreatsl 
Ye learned grottos and ye sacred seats I 
Never may you politer arts refuse, 
But entertain in peace the bashful Muse ! 
So may you be kind Ueaveu*s distingntsh'd care^ 
And may yonr fame be lasting as 'tis <ahr I 
Let greater bards on faiifd Parnassus dream, 
Or taste the' inspiring Helicouian stream, 
Yet whilst our Oxford is the ble&s'd abode 
Of every Mnse and every tnuefol god, 
Ptaiassus owns its hononrs far ontdone, 
And Isis boasts more bards than Helicon. 

A thousand blessings I to Oxford owe, 
But you^ my lord, the' uispuring Mose bestow ; 
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Orac'd with your name the' unpolish'd poem shmea} 
You guard itA faults^ and consecrate the lines ; 
O ! might yoa hare meet my desiring eyes, 
My drooping song to nobler heights would rise ; 
Or might I come to breathe your northern air. 
Yet should I find an equal pleasure there ; 
Your presence would the harsher climate sooth. 
Hush every wind and eveiy mountain smooth; 
Would bid the groves in springing pomp arise. 
And open cbarmiojr vistas to tfie eyes > 
Would make my trifling verse be heard around. 
And sportive Echo play the empty sound : 
With you I sboold a better Pbosbus find, 
And own in yoii alone the charms of Oicford joined* 
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THOUGHTS 

OCCiySIONCO BY THE SIGHT OF AN ORIGINAL PIC- 
T^RB OF KING CHARLES I. 

TAKEN AT THE TIME OF HIS TRIAJU 

INSCRIBED TO GEORGE CLARKE, ESQ. 



Animnm pictura pascit inani 

Mulu gemena, iarsoquc biMnectat flumine viiStnnL VIRCl. 



Can this be he ! could Charles, the good, the great# 
Be sunk by Heaven to such a difloiai state! 
How meagre, pale^ neglected^ worn with care! 
What steady sadness and aogost despair I 
In those sank eyes the grief of years I trace, 
And sorrow seems acquamted with that face# 
Tears, which his heart disdain'd, iroin me o'er- 1 
Thus to survey God's substitnte bdow» [flow> > 
lo soknm aDgaiih and M||estic woe I 3 

When spoiPd of emfrire by unhallow'd hands^ 
Sold by bis slaves, and held in impious bands ; 
Rent from what oft had sweeten'd anxious life^ 
Xiis iielfdifiis children and his iMSom wife i 
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DoomM, for the faith, plebeian rage to stand. 
And fall a victim for tlie guilty land ; 
Wlieq tba9 was seen^ abandoo'd and forioniy 
The King, the Esther, and the Saint to roonrn ! — 
How CQuldst thou, artist ! then thy skill display ? 
Thy steady hands thy savage heart betray; 
Near thy bold work the stunn'd spectators faint. 
Nor see onnio?'d what thou unmoved cooldst 
paint; 

What brings to mind each various scene of woe, ^ 
The' insulting: judge, the solemn mocking show, > 
The horrid sentence, and accursed blow ! j 



Where then, just Heav'n! was thy unactivehandi 
Thy idle thunder, and thy Ungering brand I 
Thy adamantine shield, thy angel wingSy 
And the great genii of anointed kings! 
Treason and Fraud shall thus the stars regard| 
And injur'd Virtue meet this sad reward? 

* So sad none Uke can Time's old records tdl. 
Though Pompey bled and poor Darius felll 
All names but one too low — that one too high: 

* All parallels are wrongs or blasphemy. 

O Power supreme ! how secret are thy ways! 
Yet nnuii vain man I would trace the mystic maae; 
With fodiish wisdom aiding, charge his Ood^ 
His balance hold, aud ij^uide his angry rod, ' 
New mould the sphe) as, and mend the sky's design, 
And sound the' immense with his short scauty line* 
Do thou, my soul! the destin'd period wait 
lichen God shalt solve the dark decrees of Fate, 
His now unequal dispensations clear, 
And make all wise and beautiful appear, 
U^hen suffering saints aioit in beams shall glow. 
And prpsperoQS tiaitoiB gnash their teeth^ below. 
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Such boding thoughts did guilty conscience dartj 
A pledge of hell to dying Cromweil's heart : 
Then this pale Image seem'd to' wvade his room^ 
Oat*d hfan to stone, and wam'd Imn to the tomb ^ 

While thunders roll and nimble lightnings play. 
And tlie storm wings his spotted soul away. 
A blast more bounteous ne'er did Ueav'n com- 
maod 

To scatter blessings o'er tlie Britisli land : 

Not that more kmd which dash'd the pride of Spain, 
And whirrd her crusli'd Armada round tlie main; 
Not those more kind which guide our Hoatiug tow^rs^ 
• Waft gums and gold, and made £ir India ours ; 
That only khider which to Britain'^ shore 
Did mitres, crowns, and ^Stuart's race restore, 
Renewed tlie church, reversed the kingdom's doom| 
And brought with Charles an Anna yet to come* 

O Clarke ! to whom a Stuart trusts her reign 
O'er Albion's fleets, and delegates the main. 
Dear as the faith thy loyal heart hath sworn 
Transmit this piece to ages yet unborn : 
This sight shall damp the raging rut&an's breast^ 
The poison spill, an6 halt^awn .sword arrest j . 
To soft compassion stubborn traitors bendy 
And one destroy'd^ a thousand kings defend. 
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FRAGMENT 

ON HUNTING. 



DoBi cano divnm, laetu vewntibm artea, 

AmplclOy Dim, tuo. GRATIUS. 



Horses and hounds, their care, their varions race, 
I'he numerous beasts tb»t raoge the rural chase^ 
Thehttiilsiimn'sehoeen^ceiiesybMfir^^ , 
Vke kim and glory of the silvan mrs^ 
I first in British vei ^e pi equine to i^ise, 
A venturous rival of the Roman praise. 
Let nie^ chaste queen of Woodai thy aid obtain^ 
Brinf beretlqf Ught4boUiympbsMdsprighlly train. 
If ofk o*er lawns thy care prevents the <layt 
To rouse the foe and pres.s the boiindini^ prey. 
Woo thine own Phoebus in the task to join. 
And grant me genius for the bold design. 
In this sfift diade O aootb tlie warrior's fir^ 
And lit bis bow-atring to the trembling lyre. 
And teach, while tluis their arts and arms we sing. 
The groves to echo and tiie vales to ring! 

Thy caire be first the various gifts to tracei 
The minds and genius of the latrant race* 
In powers distinct the different clans excel. 
In sight, or swiftness, or sagacious smelL 
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By wiles imgenerous some surprise tlie prey, 
Aud some by conrage win the doubtful day. 
Seest tibou the gazehouodyhow with glance severe 
From the close herd he marka the des^Hi deer; 
How every nerve the greyhmmd's stretch displays^ 
The hare preventing in her airy maze ; 
The luckless prey how treacherous tumblers gain^. 
And dauntless wolf-dogs shake the Itoo'a mane: 
O'er aU the bloodJiooiid bdasts nqperior sUU 
To scent^ to view, to tarn, and bcddljr kill. 
His feUoMTs' vain alarms rejects with scorn, 
Tme.to the master's voice and learned horn : 
His Qostiils oil, if ancient fame sing true, 
Trace the sly felon through the tainted dew ; * * 
Onoe snuflPd, he follows vdth anatter'd aim. 
Nor odours lure him from the chosen game ; 
Deep-mouth'd he thunders, and indam'd he views^ 
Springs on relei^tless, and to death pursues. 
* Some hounds of manners viioi (nor less we find 
Of fops in honnds than hi the reasonmg kind) 
PufTd with conceit, run gaddiog oW tiie plaio^ 
And from the scent divert the wiser train ; 
For the -foe's footsteps fondly snuff their own^ . 
And mar the mosic with their senseless tone: 
Start at the stardng prey or mstifav wind, 
And hot at ffrst, inglorions lag bdnnd ; 
A sauntering tribe! may such my foes disgi-ace! 
Give me, ye gods ! to breed the nobler race ; 
Nor grieve thon to attend while truths unknown 
I siiq^, and mdce Athenian acts oor ow9» 

Dost tboo in bounds aspire to deathless tmei 
Learn well their lineage aud their ancient stem : 
Each tribe with joy old rustic heralds trace, 

And siiig the chosen worthies of their racei 
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How his sire's features in the son were spied • 
When Di was made the vigorous Ringi?i'ood's bride; 
Less sure thick lips the fate of Austria doom^ 
Or eaj^e noses nil'd almighty Rome. 

Good shape to various kinds old bards confine | 
Some praise the Greek and some the Roman line : 
And dogs to beauty make as differing clauns 
As Albion's nymphs and India's jetty dames. 
Immense to name their lands, to mark their bounds^ 
And pahit the thousand ftmtlies of honnda ! 
First connt the sonds^ the drops where oceans flow^ 
Or Gauls by Marlborough sent to shades below. 
The task be rome to teach Britannia's swauis^ 
My much-lov'd country and my native plaina. 

Sach be the dog I eharge^tbon mean's! to train; 
Hh back is crooked and his belly plain. 
Of fillet stretch'd, and hu^-e of haunch behind, 
A tapering tail that nimbly cut3 the wind, [paw, 
Tmss'd thigh, straight ham'd,and fox-like form'd his 
Large l<^d, dry 8ol*d^ and of protended daw ; 
Ifis 6at wide nostrils snnff the savonry steam. 
And from his eyes he shoots pernicious gleam ; 
Middling his head, and prone to earth his view, 
With ears and chest that dash the morning dew : 
He best to stem the flood, to leiqp the bimid. 
And charm the dryads witii his voice profennd; 
To pay large tribute to his weary lord, 
And crown the silvan hero's plenteous board. 

Tlie matron bitch whose womb shall best produce 
The hopes and fortune of the* illnstrioos honsei 
Derive from noble but firom foreign seed, 
For various nature loaths incestuous breed, ' • 
Is tike the sire throughout: nor yet displease 
Iiai;ge flanks and ribs^ to give the teemer ease* 
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In spring let loo$e tby pairs ; then all tliing9 prove 
Tbe liiiigB of (ileasare and the pangs of love ; 
Ethereal Jove then glads with gei^ showers 

Earth's mighty womb^ and strews her lap with 
flowers ; 

Hence juices mount, and buds emboldea'd try 
More kindly breezes and a softer flky. 
Kind Venus reveb. Hark i on every bough 
In hilling strains the featlier*d warblers woo ; 
Fell tigers soflen in the' infections flames. 
And lionsi fawning, court their brinded dames. 
Great love pervades the deep : to please his mate 
The whale in gambols moves his monstrous weight ; 
Heav'd by hh wayward mirth old Ocean roars, 
And scattered navies bulge on distant shores. 

All Nature smiles. Come now, nor fear, my love 1 
To taste tbe odours of the woodbine grove^ 
To pass the evening gboms ui harmless play^ 
Andy sweetly-swearing, languish life away. 
An altar bound with recent flowers I rear 
To thee, best season of the various year ! 
Ail hail 1 such days in beauteous order ran. 
So swift) 80 sweet, when first tiie world b^pm ; 
In Edeii% bowers when man's great sire assigned 
The names and natures of the brutal kind; 
Tlien lamb and lion friendly walked their round, 
And hareS) undaunted, lick'd the fondling hound ; 
Wondrous to tell! but when vrith luckless hand 
Oar daring mother broke the sole command, 
Then want and envy brought their meagre train, 
Then wrath came down, and Death had leave ^o 
reign; 

Hence foxes earth'd, and wolves aUior'd the day, 
And hungry chnris ensnar'd the nightly prey ; 
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Rude arts at first, bat witty want refin'd 

The hiiot8iiiaD*s wiles^ and iaiuioe fbrm'd the inuid* 

Bold Nirorod first the lion's trophies wore^ 
The panther bonnd, and lanc'd the bristling boar : 
He taught to turn the hare, to bay the deer, 
And wheel the courser in his mid career* 
Ah i had he tliere restrained his tyrant hand ! 
Let me, ye Powers! an hnmbler wreath demand: 
No pomp I ask which crowns and sceptres yields 
Nor dangerous laurels in the dusty field; 
Fast by the forest and the limpid spring 
Give me the warfare of the woods to suig. 
To breed my whelps and healthful press the gamey 
A mean, in^orions, but a guiltless name* 

And now thy female bears in ample womb 
The bane of hares and triumphs yet to come. 
No sport I ween, nor blast of sprightly liom, 
Should tempt me then to hurt ttie whelps unborn. 
Uniock'd' in covers let her freely run 
To range thy courts, and bask before the sun* 
Near thy full table let the favourite stand, 
Strok'd by thy son's or blooming daughter's hand. 
Caressi indulge, by arts the matron bribe, 
To^ improve her breed and teem a vigorous tribe* 
So, if small things may be compar'd witli great, 
And Nature's works the Muse's imitate, 
So stretch'd in shades and lull'd by murmuring 
streams 

Great Maro's breast received the heavenly dreamt; 

Recluse, serene, the musing prophet lay 
Till thoughts in embryo ripening burst their way* 
Hence bees in state and foaming coursers come. 
Heroes and gods, and walls of lofty Rome* 
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FATJJL CURIOSITY. 

Much had I heard of fair Fhuicelia's name^ 
The lavbh praises of the babbler Fame ; 
I thoaght them such, and went piepar'd to pry 
And trace the charmer with a critic's eye, 
Re^^olv'd to find some fault before m&pied, 
And disappointed if but satisfied* 

Love pierced the vassal heart that darst rebel. 
And where a judge was meant> a victim fell. 
On those dear eyes, with sweet perdition gay, 
I gaz'd at once my pride and soul away } 
Ail o'er 1 felt tiie luacions poison ran, 
And in a look the hasty conquest won. 

Thus the fond moth around the taper plays, 
And sports and flutters near the treaciierous blaze; 
Ravish'd with joy he wings his eager tlight, 
Nor dreams of ruin in so clear a hght; 
He tenipts bis fiite and coorts a glorious dogm, 
A bright destmction and a shining tomb. 
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THERSITES, OR THE LORDLING, 

' THE GRAMJISON OF A BRICKLAYER, GREAT-GRAND- 
SON OF A BOTCHER* 

Thersitbs, of amphibious breeds 

Motley fruit of raongiel seed, 
By the dam from lordlings spnmg^ 
By the sire exhal'd from dung; 
Think on every vice in both ; 
Look on hiniy and see the growth* 

View him on the niother*s side 
FilPd with falsehood, spleen, and pride^ 
Positive and overbearing, 
Changing still, and still adhering, 
Spiteful, pee^sh, mde, untoward, 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward: 
When his friends he most is hard on, 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon ; 
Reputation ever tearing, 
Ever dearest friendship swearing ; 
Judgment weak and passion strong, 
Always various, always vn'ong^ 
Provocation never waits 
Where he loves, or where he hates ; 
Talks whatever comes in his head. 
Wishes it were all unsaid. 

Let nie now the vices trace 
From his iather*s scoundrel race. 
Who could give the looby such airs ? 
Were they masons^ were they butchers? 
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Herald lend the Muse an answei^ 
From his atavus and graudsire^ 
This was dextrans at his trowelf 
Thai was bred to kill a cow weUi 
Hence the greasy clamsy mien 
In his dress and figure seen ; 
Hence that mean and sordid souly 
Like his body rank and fonlj 
Hence that wild suspicions peep, 
like a rogoe that steab a sheep ; 
Hence he learn'd the butcher's guile. 
How to cut a throat and smile; 
Like a butcher doom'd for life 
In his month to wear his knife ; 
Henc^ he draws his daily food 
From his tenants' vital blood. 

Lastly, let his gifts be tried, 
Borrow'd.from the mason side. 
Some peAi^s may think hun able 
In the state to build a Babel, 
Could we place him in a station 
To destroy the old foundation ; 
Tnie iudee^l I should be gladder, 
Could he learn to mount a ladder.: 
May he, at Us latter end. 
Mount alive and dead descend* 
In him tell me which prevail^ 
Female vices most or male? 
What produced them can you tell. 
Human race or imp of heU^^ 



JM PRAISE OF 

THE HORN BOOK. 

WRITTEN UNDER A FIT OF THE CFOOlT. 

' Magni magna patent, iio< iKm nM tii«lien^ 
— ^— - Podagra Iwec otU fecit.* 



Haii,, ancient Book ! most venerafite 

Learning's first cradle and its last abode! 
The huge unnumbered volumes which we see^ 
By lazy plagiaries are stolen fvom thee ; 
Yet future times to tfay sufficient stoie 
Shall ne'er presume to add one letter more. 

Thee will I sing in comely wainscot bound, 
And golden verge enclosing thee around, 
The iaitbfui Horn beforeytrom age to age 
Preserving tby invahiable page ; 
Behind thy patron saint in armour dmes, 
With sword and lance to guard thy sacred lines; 
Beneath his courser's feet the dragon lies 
Transfix'd ; his blood thy scarlet cover dies j 
The* instructive handle's at the bottom fixt, * 
Lest wrangling critiisi should pbrv«tt the t&sk* 

*Or if to gingerbread thou shalt descend. 
And liquorish learning to thy babes extend ; 
Or sugar'd plane, o'erspread with beaten goldy 
Does the sweet treasure of tby letters bold. 
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Thou still shalt be my song. — ApoUo's choir 
I scona to' iavoke; Cadiiiiis ! my verse tnspke: 
Twas Cadmus the first materials broufht 

Of all the learning which has since been taught, 
Soon made complete! for mortals ne'er shall know 
More than contained of old the Christ-cross row i 
What masters dictate or what doctors preachy 
Wise matrons hence e^n to omr cUMren teach. 
Bat as the name of every plant and floWr 
(So common that each peasant knows its pow'r) 
Physicians in mysterious cant express 
To' amuse the patient, and enhance their fee8> 
So, from the letters of onr native tongue 
Put in Greek serawk, a mystefy too is sprung ; 
Schools are erected, puzzling grammars made^ 
And artful men strike out a gainful trade ; 
Sti*ange characters adorn the learned gate, 
And heedless yotith catch at the siiintng bait; 
The pregnant boys the noisy charms dectere. 
And Tans and Deltas * make their mothers stare; 
The' uncommon sounds amaze t!ie vulgar ear, 
And what's uncommon never costs too dear; 
Yet in ail tongues the Hornbook is the same. 
Taught by the Gredan master w the English dame. 

But how shall I thy endless virtues lell 
In which thou dost all other books excel ? 
No greasy thumbs thy spotless leal* can soil, 
.Nor crooked dogs^ars thy smooth comers spoil ; 
in idle pages no errata stand 
To tell the blunders of the printer's baud; 
No fulsome dedication here is writ, 
Not flattering ycrse, to praise the aatiiorVi wit ; 

^ The Gistk leilsis T> A» 
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> The margin with no tedtcNis notes is vext. 

Nor various readings, to confound the text ; 

All parties in thy literal sense agree, 

Tboa perfect centre of concordance 1 

fiearch we the records of an ancient date^ 

Or read what modem histories relate^ 

They all proclaim what wonders have been done 

By the plain letters taken as they run : 

^ ^ Too hv^h the floods of passion us'd to roll, 

And rend the Roman yonth's impatient sonl } 

His hasty anger fornish'd scenes of bloody 

And frequent deaths of worthy men ensued 

In vain were all the weaker methods tried, 

None could suffice to stem the furious tide 

Thy sacred line he did but once repeat. 

And laid the storm, and cool'd the raging heiyL' 

Thy heavenly notes like angek' music cheer 
Departing souls, and sooth the dying ear. 
An aged peasant, on his latest bed, 
Wish'd tor a friend some godly book to read; 
The pioos grandson thy known handle take^. 
And (eyes lift up) this savoury lecture makes. 
Great A he gravely read ; the' important sound 
The empty walls and hollow roof rebound : 
The' expiring ancient rear'd his drooping head. 
And thank'dhisstarsthat Hodge bad leam'd to read. 
Great B, the y ounker bawls ; * O heavenly breath t 
What ghostly comforts in the hour of death ! 
What hopes I feel !' Great C, pronounced the boy I 
The grandsire dies with ecstasy of joy* 

* The advice given to Augustus by the Stole philosopher 
At^enodoros, irbo desired the emperor neither to say nor to 
do any thing till be bad first snid over tbe alphabet^ as the 
observance of this rule would moderate bis pastiOii^and 
prevent rasb words and actions* 
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Yet in some ^nds such ignorance aboundsi 
Whole parishes icaree know thy usefiil sonnds : 
Of Essex-Hundreds Fame gives this report, 
But Farae^ I ween, says many things in sport : 
Scarce lives the man towliom thou'rt quite unknown, 
Though tew the' extent of thy vast empire own* 
'Whatever wonders magic spells can do 
On earth, in air, in sea, m shades below ; 
What W0rds,|irofound and dark,wise MahTmet spoke 
When his old cow an angel's figure took ; 
"What strong enchantments sa$;e Canidia knew, > 
Or Horace sung tierce monsters to subdue, > 
O nighty Book! are all contam'd in yon : j 
An humaii arts and every sdeaoe meet 
Within the limits of thy single sheet 2 
From thy vast roof all Learning's branches grow, 
And ail her streams from thy deep fonntaun flow* 
And Id I while thus thy wonders I indite, . 
Insinr'd I feel the power of which I write ; 
The gentler gout his former rage forgets, 
Less frequent now and less severe the fits ; 
Loose grow the chains which boundmy useless feet| 
tifibess and pain from every j<Nnt retreat, 
Surpriring strength comes every moment on} 
' I stand, I step, I walk, and now I run. 

Here let me cease, my hobbling numbers stopi 
And at thy handle ^ hang my crutches up» 

9 Votfva T^bttla. HOB* 



Digitized by Google 



I11SCBLL4IIUII* 



OK 

QUEEN CAROLINE'S 

REBUILDING THE LODGINGS OF THI< BLACK PRINCE 
AND UEMRY V. AT QUEEN'S COLLEGE, OXFORD* 

WnmLE bold and graceftil aomi secure of filmed 
The pile now worthy jsrreat PbiKppa^ nMie, 

Mark that old niin, gotliic and uncouth. 
Where the Black Eilwai d pass'd his beardleasyoutb^ 
And the fifth Henry, for his first renown^ 
Outstripp'd each rival in a stadcaifk gown* 

In that coarae age mere princes ibnd to dwefl 
With inea»re monks, and haunt the silent cell. 
Sent irora the Monarch's to the Musc^' court, 
Tlieir meals w^re frugal and their sleeps were short ; 
To cottcb at cnrfew time they tboagbt no AConi| 
And firooe at matfnB e^ery winter mom ; 
They read on early ho6k the starry frame, 
And lisped each constellation by its name^ 
Art after art still dawning to their view^ 
And their mind opening as tbeir atatore grew. 

Yet whose ripe manhood apread onr fiune wo fitf'^ * 
Sa^s ill peace and demigods in war? 
Who stern in tight made eclioing Cressy ring, 
And, mikl in conquest, serv'd his captive king ^ 
Who gain'd at Agineoart the victor'a bays, 
Mor took himself, but gave good Heaven the praise i 
Thy nurslings, ancient dome! to virtue formed, 
To mercy listeiiin^ whilst in fields they storm*d: 
Fierce to tiie fierce, and warm the' opprest to save, 
Through life rever'di and worriiip'd in the grave* 
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In tenfold pride their mouldering roofs shall slnm^ 
The stately work of bounteous Caroline ; 
And blest Pbilippa, with unenvious eyes. 
From Heaven behold her rmU &bric rise* 
If still, bright sauit ! this spot deserifes thy cure^ 
Incline thee to the' ambitious Muse's pray'r ; 
O couldst tliou win young Williani's bloom to grace 
His mother's walls, and iiU thy £dward's place^ 
How would that geniosi whosie propitkrua wbigi 
Have here twioe hovet'd o'er the sods of kuifSy 
Descend triumphant to his ancient seat^ 
And take m charge a third Plantagcnetl 



ON THE D8ATH OV 

THE EARL OF CADOGAN. 

Op Marlborough's eaptains and EngenioVi friends 

The last, Cadogan, to the grave descends. 
Low lies each hand whence Blenheim's glory sprung, 
The chiets who conquered and the bards who sung* 
From his cold corse though every frieodL be fled| 
Lo ! Envy waits, that lovei' of the dead. 
Thus did she feign o'er Nassau's hearse to mourn, 
Thus wept insidious, Churchill ! o'er thy nrn^ 
To blast the living gave the dead their due. 
And wreaths herself had tmnted, trun^d anew* 
Thou yet unnamed to fill bis empty place. 
And lead to war thy country's growing race, 
Take every wish a British heart can frame, 
Add palm to pahn and rise from fame to fiin^e ! 

An hourmust come when thou slialthearvrithrage 
Thyself tnidoG^di andeorqe a thankless age: 
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Nor yet for this deeUne the generous strife ; 
These ills, brave man ! shall quit thee with thy life-i 
Alive though stain'd by every abject slave^ 
Secure of fiune and justice id the grave. 
Ah I no— when once the mortal yields to Fate 
The hbat of FGune*^ sweet trumpet sonnds too late^ 
Too late to stay tlie spirit on its flight, 
Or sooth the new inhabitant of light, 
Who hears regardless^ while fond man, distrest^ . 
Hangs on the absent and laments the blest. 
Burewell then Famel ill sought through fields of 
blood, 

Farewell, unfaithful promiser of good ! 
Thou music warbling to tlie deafen'd ear I 
Thou incense wasted on the funeral bier ! 
Throngh life pnrsded in vain, by death obtain'd ; 
When abk'd, denied us ^ and when given, disdained. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THJB UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD, 1713* 

What kings henceforth dudl reign, what states be 
Is fix'dirt length by Anna's Jnst decree; [fireei. 
Whose brows the Muse's sacred wreath shall lit 
Is left to you, the arbiters of wit. 
With beating hearts the rival poets wait 
Till yon, Atii»ians, shall decide their fate ; , 
Secure, when to these learned seats they come, 
Of equal judgment and impartial doom. 

Poor is the player's fame, whose whole renown 
Is but the praise of a capricious town. 
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'WtSHe mock imuesty aod fimcied pow'r 

He struts in robes, the moDarch of an hour! 

Oft wide of nature must he act a part, 

Make love in tropes, in bombast break bis heart 9 

In tnni and omile resign bis breath, 

And rhjrme and qnibbte in the pangs <yf death. 

We blush when plays like these receive applause^ 

And laugh in secret at the tears we cause. 

With honest scorn our own success disdain^ 

A worthless honour and inglorious gain. 

No trifling Bcene» af Oxford sbail appear ; 
Well what we blush to act, may you to hear. 
To you our fam'd, our standard plays we bring. 
The work of poets whom you taught to sing : 
Though crown'd vrith iame they dare not think it 
Nor teke tiie laurel till bestow'd by you. [due, 
Great Cato's self, the glory of the stage f 
Who charms, corrects, exalts, and fires the age^ 
Beg9 here he may be tried by Roman laws f 
To youj O fiithers I he submits his canse : 
He rests not in the peopIe^s general voke 
Till you, the senate, have confirmed his choice* 

fine is the secret, delicate the art, 
To wind the passions and command the heart! 
For iancied ills to force our tears to flow, 
And make the generous soul in love with woe ; 
To raise the shades of heroes to our view, 
Rebuild iairn empires, aud old time renew, 
How hard the task! how rare tiie godlike ragel 
None should presume to dictate for the stag^ 
But such as boast a great extensile mind^ 
Enrich'd by Nature and by Art refin'd ; 
Who from tlie ancient stores their knowledge brpg^ 
And tasted early of the Muses' spring. 



May none pi«l6«d npm ber thveoe to sit! 
But such aij sprung from yoi\, are bom ta wU : 
Chosen by the mob their lawless clftiiP sligU^ i 

Ym'a U tto old beredUftxy i ig^t, 

CQLIiV ^IVX> LUCY, 

ABkUAD. 

Of Lciuster, fam'd for raaidens fidr^ 

Bright Lucy was the grace, 
Nor e'er did liffy's limpid stream 
KeflMt SD sweet a &oe ^ 

fill luckless lov^ and pining care 

• Impaired her rosy hue, 
Hcyr coral lip& and damask cheeks^ 
A|id eyes of glossy blue. 

• 

Oh ! have yon seen a lily pale 

When beating i-ains descend? 
So drooped the slow-consuming maidi 

Her life now near its end. 

By Xiucy wam'd, of 6atlering swinns 

Take heed, ye easy fair! 
Of vengeance due to broken vawa, 
' Ye pe^jur'd swains 1 beware* 

Three times all in the dead of night 

A bell was heard to ling, 
And, shrieking at her window thrice. 
The raven fl^PP'd bift wing. 
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Too well the lovelorn maiden knew 

The solemn boding sottod, 
And thus in dying words bespoke 

Tlie virgins weeping round ; 

* I hear a voice yoii cannot hear. 

Which says, I most not stay ; 
I see a band yoa cannot see. 
Which bedcons me away. 

* By a false heart and broken vow.s. 

In early yonth I die. 
Was I to blame because his bride 
Was thrice as rich as I ? 

^ Ah, Colin ! give not her thy vows. 

Vows due to me alone; 
Nor thoo, fend maid ! receive his kiss^ 

Nor think him all thy own. 

* To-morrow in the church to wed 

Impatient both prepare j 
But know, fond maid ! and know, false man i 
That Lucy will be there. 

' Then bear my corse, my comrades, bear, 
This bridegroom blithe to mee^ 

He in his wedding-trim so gay, 
I m my winding-^eet.' 

She spoke ; she dipd. Her corse was borne 
The bridegroom bhtiie to meet, 

He in his wedding-trim so gay, 
She in her vHnding-sheet. 



Then what were perjur'd Colin's thou^its? 

How were these nuptials kept? 
The bridesmen flock'd romd Lucy dead^ 

And all the village wept. 

Confusion, shame, remorse, despair. 

At once his bosom swell ; 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow^ 

He sbooky he groan'di he fell. 

From the vain bride, ah ! bride no more I 

The varying crimson fled, 
When stretched before her rivals corse 

She saw her hnshand dead. 

# * 

Then to his Lucy's new-made grave 
Convey'd by trembling swains, 

Que mould witli her» beneath one spd^ 
For ever be remains. 

Oft at this grave the constant hind 
And plighted maid are seen ; 

With garlands grey and truelove-Juiots 
They deck the sacred green. 

But, swain forlorn! whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd spot forbear ; 

Remember Colin's dreadiiil fate^ 
And fear to meet him there* 
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IMITATION 

OF THB PROPHBCV OF HBBEUS, 
FROM Wit* BOOK IIU 0I>& XXV* 



Dieam iii8ifn«» rtemu, adlmt. 
lodictum ore alio : non 6ecii8 In Jngis 

Ex somiiis stupet Evias. 

Hebniin prospiciens, et nive caudidam 

Tbracen, ac pede bsrtNLTO 

I^ustraUm Biiodopen. HQR. 



As Man* his round one morning took, 
(Whom some call £ari and some call Diike) 
And his WW brethren of 4be blade 
Shivering with fear and IrosI snrvey'd. 

On Perth's bleak hills he chanc'd to spy 

An aged wizard six feet liigh, 

With bristled hair and visage blighted, 



[nil 


1*8 




• 


mil 


nil 



Beheld the chief with back so rouud^ 
Then rolPd his eye-balls to and fro 
O'er his paternal hills of snow, 
And into these tremendous speeches 
Broke forth the prophet withont bfteches : 

* Into what ills betray'd by thee 
This ancient kingdom do I see I 
Her realms unpeopled and forlorn ; 
Wae's^hael that ever il\on wprt bNm 1 
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Prond English loons (our clans overcome) 
On Scottish pads shall amble home ; 
I see them drest in bonnets bine, 
(The spoils of thy rebeiiious crew) 
I see tlie target cast away^ 
And dieeke^d plaid become their prey ; 
The checkered plaid, to make a gown 
For many a lass in London town. 

' Id vain thy hungry mountaiocers 
Come forth in all thy warlike geers. 
The shield, the pistol, dirk, and dagger, 
In which they daily wont to swagger^ 
And oft have sallied out to pillage 
The hen-roosts of some peaceliil village^ 
Or while their neighbonrs were asleep 
Have carried off a lowland sheep. 

* What boots thy high-bom host of begga 
Macleans, Mackenzies, and Macgreifors, 
With popish cut-throatSy pegor'd ruiiiansi 
And Forstei^s troop of ragamuffins? 

^ In vain thy lads aronnd thee bandy, 
Infiam'd witii bagpipe and with brandy. 
Doth not bold Sutherland the trusty, 
With heart so true and voice so rusty^ 
(A loyal sonl!) thy troops affright. 
While hoarsely he demands the fi^t? 
Dost thou not generous Hay dread, 
The bravest hand, the wisest head? 
Undaunted dost thou hear the' alarms 
Of hoaijr Athol sheath'd in arms? 

^ Douglas, who draws his lineage down 
From thanes and peers of high renown, 
Fiery and young, and uncontroU'd, 
With knights and 'sqoires, and barons bolit^ 
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(His noble household band) advances. 
And on the milk-white coarser prances. 
Thee, For&r, to the combat darea^ 
Grown swarthy in Iberian wars; 
And Monro kindled into rage 
Stoutly defies thee to engage ; 
He*li rout thy foot though ne'er so many. 
And horse to boot — if thou hadst any. 

' But see Argyle with watchful eyes 
Lodg'd in his deep intrendimeDls lies ; 
Conch *d like a lion in thy way 
He waits to spring upon his prey, 
While like a herd of timorous deer 
Thy army shakes and pants with fear^ 
Led by their doughty general's skill 
From frith to frith, from hill to hill. 

< Is thus thy haughty promise paid 
That to the Chevalier was made. 
When thou didst oaths and duty barter 
For dukedom, generalship, and garterP 
Three moons thy Jemmy shall command 
With Highland sceptre in his hand^ 
Too good for his pretended birth, — 
ThoD down shall fail the King of Perth. 

< Tis so decreed for George shall reign,. 
And traitors be forsworn in vain ; 
Heaven shall for ever on him smile, 

And bless him still with an Argyle; 
While thou pursued by vengeful foes^ 
CoDdemo'd to barren rocks and snows^ 
And hinder'd passing Inverlochy, 
Shall burn thy clan and curse poor Jockj; 
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APOLLO MAKING LOVE. 

FROM MONS. FOMT£M£iX£# 

^ I AM,' cried Apollo, whea Daphne be woo'd^ 
And panting for breatb the coy vir^n pQiMed» 
When his vrisdom, in nimner most ample, exprest 
The long list of the graces his godship possest : 

' I'm the god pf sweet song, and inspii er of lay s 
Nor for lays noi^ sweet song the fair fugitive slays i 
^ Tm the god of the Imrp— stop, my fairest! —ifi. 

vaiu ; 

Nor the harp nor tlie harper could fetch her again* 

' Every plant,every flower, and theirvirtiies,Iknow} 
God of light Tm above, and of Physie below:'— « 
At the dreadful word Physic the nymph 3ed more 

fast ; 

At the fatal word Physic she doubled her haste* . 

* 

Thou fond god of Wisdom ! then tdter thy plurase. 
Bid her view Ay young bloom and Iby ravishing rays ; 
Tell her less of thy knowledge and more of thy 
charms, 

Andy my life for't, the damsel will fly to thy mm* - 
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TO THE SUPPOSED 

AUTHOR OF THE SPECTATOR. 

hf coarts liiceiillaira itini a^skam^less stage 
How long the war shall Wit with Viitae wage? 
Encbanted by this prostituted fair, 
Our youth run hea<Hoog in tbe &tal snare ; 
. I» of rapmye el»ip unheeded pains, 
And swek poUntion through Aeir tingling veind. 
Thy spotless thongllts unshock'd tlie priest may 
hear. 

And the pure vestal in her bosom wear. 

To eonseions Mushes and diminifth'd pride 

Thy glass hefrays what treach^roilshH^Wouldhide'*; 

Nor harsh thy precepts, but infos*d by stealth, 
Pleas'd while they cure, and cheat iis into UeaLtlu - 
Thy works in Chloe's toilet gain a part, 
AnAf with his tailor, share tbe foplitig's heaHi^ . 
Lashed in thy satire the penorioos cit 
Laughs at hiiuseif, and tinds no iiarm in wit. 
From fdon gamesters the raw 'squire is free, 
And Britain owes her rescued oaks to thee. 
His Miss the frolie Viscount draid^ to toasf; 
Or his thkd cure the shaUow Templar boast ; 
And the rash fool who scom'd the beaten road 
Dares quake at thunder, and confess bis God> - 
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The brainless stripling who, esqpeil^d tbe Town, 
Danrn'd the stiff college and pednntic gown, 

Awed by thy name is dumb, and thrice a-week 
Spells uncouth Latin, and pretends to Greek. 
A sauntering tribel such bom to wide estates 
l¥ith Yea and No in senates hold debates ; 
At length, despis'd, each to bis fields retkes. 
First with the dogs, and king amidst the 'squires } 
From pert to stupid sinks supinely down, 
In youth a coxcomb, and in age a clown. 

Such readersscom'd, tliou wingst tliy daring flight 
Above the stars, and treadst the fields of light: 
Fame, Heav%, and heN, are thy exalted dieme, 
And visions such as Jove himself might dream; 
Man sunk to slavery, though to glory born, 
Heaven's pride when upright, and deprav'd his scanw 

Such hints alone could British Virgil lend, 
And thon alone deserve from such a fiiend : 
A debt so borrowed is illustrious shame. 
And fame, when shar'd with him, is double fame. 
So flushed with sweets by Beauty's queen beslow'd. 
With more than mortal charms £neas glow'd ; 
Such generousstrifes Eugene and Marlborough try, 
And as iu gloiy, so iu friendship vie* 

Permit these lines by thee to live — nor blame 
A Muse that pants and languishes for tame^ 
That fears to sink wh«i humbler themes she 8ings> 
Lost in the mass of mean forgotten things. 
Received by thee, I propliesy my rhymes— 
The praise of virgins in succeeding times : 
Mix'd with thy works their life no bounds sbaUsee, 
Bot stand protected, as inspired, by thee. 

Sosome weak shoot, whicbelse would poorly rise^ 
Jove's tree adopts^ and lifts Uim to the skies i 
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Throngli the new pnpil fiMtering juices flow» 
Thrust forth the gems and give the flowers to blow 

Aloft, immortal reigns the plant unknown, 
With borrowed life and vigour not his own. 



TO MR. ADDISON, 

ON HIS OP£UA OF ROSAMOND. 



Ne forte pudori 

Sit tibi Musa lyrjti buiers, et cautor Apollo. HOR. 

The Opera first Italian mastm taught, 
Enrhdi'd witlt songs, but innocent of thoiight : 
Britannia's learned theatre disdains 

Melodious trifles and enervate strains, 
And blushes on her injured stage to see 
Nonsense well tun'd, and sweet stupichty. 

No charms are wanting to thy artful seng,. 
Soft as Corelli and as Virgil strong : 
From words so sweet new gi*ace the notes receive^ 
And Music borrows helps she us'd to give. 
Thy style hath nurtch'dwhat ancient Romans knew 
Thy flowing numbers &r excel the new^ 
Their cadence in such easy sound convey'd, 
The height of tiiought may seem superfluous aid ; 
Yet in such charms the noble thoughts abound^ 
That needless seem the sweets of easy sound. 

Landscapes how gay the bowery grotto yields^ 
Which Thought creates and lavish Fancy bnilds^l 
What art can trace the visionary scenes, 
The flowery groves and everlasting greens^ 
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The baMiRii g wmds th«t mimie Edio plays. 

The fairy shade and its eternal maze? 
Nature and Art in all their charms combin^d^ 
And all EUysiom to one view conlin'dl 
No further could imagination roam, 
TUl Vanbnrgh framed and Marlborough rais'd the 
dome. 

Ten thoosand pan^ my anxious bosom tear, 
When drown d in tears 1 see the' imploring &ir^ 
When bards less soft the moving words supply, 
A seaming justice dooms the nymph to die: 
But here she begs, nor can she beg in vain, 
(In dirges thus, expiring swains complain;) 
Each verse so swells expressive of her woes. 
And every tear in Uo^ so moumfiil flows; . 
We, spile of fiime, her fiite reven'd believe, 
O'erlook her crimes, and think she ought to live. 

Let joy salute fair Rosanionda's shade, 
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely maid. 
While now, perhaps, with Dido's ghost she rovesi 
And hears and tells the story of tbeir loves. 
Alike they mourn, alike they bless their fate. 
Since love which made them wretched, makes them 
great ; 

Nor longer that relentless doom bemoan^ 
Which gained a Vtinil and an Addison. 

Accept, great Monarch of the BritiBhlays! 
The tribute song an humble subject pays ; 
So tries tiie artless lark liex early flight, 
And soars to hail the god of verse and light. 
Uanvalt'd as nnmatchNl be still tby fame. 
And ^y own* fain^ls shade thy envied name { 
Thy name, the boast of all the tuneful quire. 
Shall tremble on the strings of every lyre ; 
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While tlie charm'd reader with thy thought com- 
pliesy 

Feeb eorrespDiHlnig joys or Rorrowa rise. 
And mits thy Homnoiui with Heory'a eyea^ 



TO THE SAME, 

ON HIS nU0EDT OF C*TO« 

Too long hath love engi*oss'd Britannia's stage. 
And sunk to softness all our tragic rage^ 
By that alone did entires foil or risey 
Aixl fiite depended on 8 fiur^^mefs eyefr: 
The sveet tefeetion, mix'd with dangerous art, 
Debased our manhood, while it soothed the heart : 
You scorn to raise a grief thyself must bianie^ 
Nor from onr weakness steal a vulgar fame: 
A palrioi!s fiill may jusliy melt the iaind» 
And tears flow nobly shed for all mankuid* 

How do our souls with generous pleasure glow^ 
Our hearts exulting while our eyes o'erflow, 
When thy tirm hero stands beneath the weight 
Of all his sufferings venerably great, 
Home's poor remains still sheltering by his side, 
With conscious virtue and becoming pride ! 

The aged oak thus rears his head in air, 
His sap exhausted and his branches bare ; 
Midst storms and earthquakes he maintains bis state 
Fixt deep in earth and ihsten*d by his weight ; 
Wb naked boughs stilt lend the shepherds aid^ 
And his old trunk projects an awful shade. 

Amidst the joys triumphant peace bestows^ 

Our pa^la sadden at liis i^orions woes } 
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Awhile they let the world's great business wait. 
Anxious for Rome^ and sigh for Cato's fate. 
Here taught how andent heroes rose to fiune. 
Our Britons crowd and catch the Roman, flames 
Where states and senates well might lend an ear. 
And kings and priests without a blush appear. 

France boasts no more, but, tearful to engage. 
Now first pays homage to her rival stage, 
Hastes to learn thee^ and learning shall submit 
Alike to British aims and Aitish wit: 
No more slie'II wonder, fore'd to do us right, — 
Who think like Romans, could like Romans fights 

Thy Oxford smiles this glorious work to see, 
And fondly triomphs in a son like thee. 
The senates, consols^ and the gods of Rome, 
Like old acquaintance at their native home, 
In thee we find each deed, each word exprest, 
And every tiiought that swelled a Roman breast ^ 
We trace each hint that could thy sonl insfure 
With VirgiPs judgment and with Luoan's fire : 
We know thy worth, and give us leave to boast— 
We most admire, because we know thee most* 



TO THE 

EARL OF WARWICK, 

ON THE DEATH OF MR. ADOISON. 

If, dumb too long, the drooping Muse hafh stay'd. 

And left her debt to Addison unpaid, 

Blame not her silence, Warwick! but bemoan. 

And judg^ oh judge my bosom, by y^our.owu! 
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VFhat mourner ever felt poetic fires? 
Slow comes the verse that real woe inspires; 
Grief iinaflfected suit» but ill with art. 
Or flowing nambera wHb a bleeding heart 
Can I forget the dismal night that gave 
My sotirs best part for ever to the grave ! 
How silent did his old companions tread, 
By midnight lamps, the mansions of the dead^ 
Through breathing statues, tiien unheeded tbmgs, 
Through rows of warriors and through walks of 
kings ! 

What awe did the slow solemn knell inspire. 
The pealing organ and the paunng choir, 
The duties by the lawo-rob'd prelate paid, 
And the last words that dust to dust convey'd I 
While speechless o'er thy closing grave we bend, 
Accept these tears, thou dear departed friend 1 
Oh, gone for ever! take this loiig adie.n, 
And sleep in peace next thy lov'd Moiitague. 
Tb strew fresh laurels let the task be mine, 
A frequent pilgrim at thy sacred shrine ; 
Mine with true sighs thy absence to bemoan^ 
And grave with faitlifui epitaphs thy stone. 
If e'er from me thy lov'd memorial part» 
May shame afflict this alienated heart! 
Of thee forgetfiil if 1 form a song, 
My lyre be broken, and untun'd my tongue; 
My grief be doubled, from thy 
And murth a torment, nnchastis'd by thee! 

Oft let me range the gloomy aisles alone^ 
Sad luxury ! to vulgar minds unknown ; 
Along the walls where speaking marbles show 
What worthies form the hallow'd mould below: 
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Proad names! mho osee the rems of mfke beUf 

In arms who triumphed, or in arts exceiid; 
Chiefs, grac'd with scars aud prodigal of blood. 
Stern patdota, who for aacred freedom atood. 
Just men, by whom impartial laws were gjiv'ii. 
And sainta, who tangbl aad led (be vay to 
Heav'n I 

Ne'er to these chambers, where the mighty rest. 
Since their foundation came a nobler guest. 
Nor e'er was lo the bowers of bliss convey'd 
A fairer spirit, or more welcome shade. 

In what new region to the just assigned, 
What new employments please the' unbodied romii 
A winged Virtue through the' ethereal sl^y 
From world to world unwearied does he fljr^ 
0r curious tsace the long laborioas maae 
Of Heaven's decrees where wondering angels gaze? 
Does he delight to hear bold seraplis tell 
How Micliael battled, and the dragon fc^; 
Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow 
In hymns of love, not HI essayed below ? 
Or dost thou warn poor mortals left behind i 
A task well suited to thy gentle mind. 
Oh! if sometimes thy ^otless form descend, 
To me thy iiid, then guardian Genius ! lend* 
When rage misguides me, or when fear .afoimSf 
Wheo pain distresses, or when pleasure ehanna|| 
In silent whisperings purer thoughts irapart| 
And turn from ill a frail and feeble heart ; 
Lead through the palhs thy virtue trod before^ 
Till bliss sbaU join nor death can part us move* 

ThatrnwAd jform which, so 4he Heavens decree^ 
Must £tiU be loy 'd and still d^lored by jne> 
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In nightly visions seldom £uls to riaei 
Or, rotis'd by fancy, meets my ¥mking eyes. 
If bosuieflB calls, or crewded eoorts iimte, 
The^nnblemisb'd statesman seems to strSce my sight 3 
If in the stage I seek to sooth my care, 
I meet his soul, which breathes in Cato^ there ^ 
If pensive to the roral shades I rove, 
His shape o*eitlALes me in the lomely grove ; 
Twas there of just and good be reasoned stroof, 
Clear'd some great truth, or rais'd some serious song j 
There patient showed us the wise course to steer^ 
A candid eensor and a friend sincere ; 
.Tbere taught ns fadw to live, and (ob! too bigh 
The price for knovrledge) taught ns bow to die. 
Thou Hill ! whose brow the antique structures 
grace, 

Reared by bold chiefs of Warwick's noble race, 

Wby, once so lov'd, whene'er thy bower appears, 

Q'er my dim eye-balls ghmce the sudden tearsi 

How sweet were once thy prospects, fresh and fair, 

Thy sloping walks and unpolluted air! 

How sweet the glooms beneath thy aged trees, 

Thy AooDtide shadow and thy evemng breeie ! 

His image thy forsaken bowm restore. 

Thy walks and airy prospects charm no more; 

No more the summer, in thy glooms allay'd, 

Thy evening breezes and thy noonday shade. 

From other ills, however Fartnne firowD'd, 
Some refuge in the Mnse^s art I foond ; 
Keluctant now I touch the trembling string, 
Bereft of him who taught me how to sing ; 
And these sad accents, raormur'd o'er bis urn, 
Betray that absaoee they attempt to mourn. 
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O ! must I then (now fresh my bosom bIeedS| 
And Craggs, ia death, to Addison succeeds) % 
The vene begtin to ooe lost friend prolong. 
And weep a necond in the' nnfiniah'd song! 

These works divine which on his death-bed laid 
To thee, O Ciaggsl the' expiring Sage convey'd, 
Great bat ill-omen'd monument of fame. 
Nor be sarviv'd to give, nor thou to clann ; 
Swifk after hini thy social spirit flies, 
And close to his, how soon! thy coffin lies. 
Blest pair! whose nnion future bards shall tell 
In fature tongues: each other's boa.st, farewell! 
Farewell! whom join'd in fame, in friendship tried^ 
No chance coald sever, nor the grave divide. 



AN EPISTLE 

FROM A LADY IN BNGLANB TO A GENTLEMAN AT 

AVIGNON. 

To thee, dear rover ! and thy vanquished fricndSi 
The health she wants thy gentle Chloe sends: 
Tbon^ mncb you saflfer, tfiink I suffer more^ 
Worse than an eule on my native shore. 
Companions in your master's fliglit yon roam, 
Unenvied by your haughty foes at home j 
For ever near the Royal Outlaw's side 
Yon share bis fortunes and his hopies divide. 
On glorious schemes and thoughts of empire dwell, 
And with imaginary titles swell. 

Say, for thou know'st I own his sacred line. 
The passive doctrine and the right divine. 
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Say, what new siiccours does the Chief prepare? 
The strenj^th of armies, or the force of pray'r? 
Does he from Heaven or earth his hopes derive? 
From saints departed, or ISroni' pries ts attve?* 
Nor saints nor priests can Bnmp/^iie^ fhyope wilfi- 
stand, 

And beads drop useless through the zealot's hand* 
Heav*n to onr vows may ftiture kingdoms owei 
But skill and oonrage win the ctbwns befow. 
Ei% to thy cause and tbee mf heart inclined, 

Or love to party had sednc'd my mind} 
In female joys I took a dull delight, 
Slept aU the mom and punted half the night; 
Bnt noin^ with fears and public eares possest. 
The ChnHBii ! the Church ! for ever breaks my rest 
The Post-boy on my pillow I explore, 
And sift the news of every foreii^^n shore. 
Studious to find new friends and new allies. 
What armies march from Sv^en in disgnise; 
How Spain prepares her banners to mrfbld) 
And Rome deals out her blessin<]^ and her gold ; 
Then o'er the map my finder tauiifht to stray, 
Cross many a region marks the winding way ; 
From sea to sea, from realm to realm I r&^^f 
And f^w a mere geographer l>y h>¥e; 
lUii still Avignon and the i>leasing coast 
That holds thee banish'd, claims my care the rao9t; 
Oft on the well-known spot I fix my eyes, 
And span die distance that between ns lies. 

Let not our James though foiFd in arms despair^ 
Whilst on his side he reckons half the fair. 
In Britain's lovely isle, a shining tln ong 
War in his oause, a thousand beautiea strong. 

H 
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The' unthinking victors vainly hoast tlieir pavv'rs ; 
Be theirs the musket, while the tongue is ours. 
We reason with such fluency and fire, 
Tbe beaux we baCBe> and the lc»nied tire ; 
Agunst the prelates plead the cluircVs cause. 
And from our judges vindicate the laws. 
Then mourn not, hapless Prince ! thy kingdoms lost, 
A crown, though late, thy sacred brows may boast; 
Heav'n seems tbroogb us thy empire to decree ; 
Those wh9 win bearts have giv'n their hearts to 
thee. 

Hast thou not heard that when profusely gay 
Our well-drest rivals graced their sovereigo's d^, 
We stubborn damsels met the public view 
In loathsome wormwood and repenting rue? 
'What Whig but trembled when our spotless band 
In virgin roses whiten'd half the land ; 
Who can forget what fears the foe posscst 
When oaken boughs marked every loyal breasti 
licss scar'd near Medway *sstream tbe Norman stood 
When cross the plain he spied a marching wood. 
Till near at hand a gleam of swords betrayed 
The youth of Kent beneath its wandering shade* 

Those who the succours of tbe fair despise. 
May find tliat we biive nails as well as eye& 
Thy female bands, O Prince, by fortune crost ! 
At least more courage than thy men may boast. 
Our sex has dar'd the mughouse chiefs to meet. 
And purchas*d fame in many a weU-fought street: 
From Dmry Lane, the region of renown. 
The land of love, the Paphos of the Town ; 
Fair patriots sail) oft have put to flight, 
\^'ith all thehr poles, the guurdiaus of the night j 
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And bore, with screams of triumph, to their side 
The leader's staff in all its painted pride. 
Nor fears the hawker in her warbling note 
To vend the discontented statesman's thought, 
Though red with stripes, and recent from the thong> 
Sore smitten for the love of sacred song ; 
The tuneful sisters still pursue their trade 
like Philomela^ darklii^ io tlie shade. 
Poor Trot attends, forgetful of a fare, 
And hums in concert o*er his empty chair. 

Meanwhile, regardless of the royal cause, 
His sword for James no brother sovereign draws; 
The Pope htmselfy snrroanded with alarms. 
To France bb bulls to Coriii sends his arms ; 
And though he hears his darhng son's complaint,] 
Can hardly spare one tutelary saint, 
But lists them all to guard his own abodes. 
And into ready money coins his gods. 
The dauntless Swede, pursued by veugefbl foes, 
Scarce keeps his own hereditary snows ; 
Nor must the friendly roof of kind Lorrain 
With feast regale our garter'd youth again, 
fiafe^ Bar-le-Dnc t within thy silent grove 
The pheasant now may perch, the'lmre may rove; 
The knight who aims unerring from afar. 
The' adventrous knight, now quits the silvan war j 
Thy brinded boars may slumber undismayed. 
Or grunt secure ben^th the cbesnut sluide. 
Inconstant Orleans I (still we mourn the day 
That tnistcd Orleans with imperial sway) 
Far o'er the Alps our helpless monarch sends^ 
Far from the call of his desponding friends; 
Such are the terms to gain Britanuials grace,* 
And sucb the tecrpn of the Brunswick race! 



too 



Was it for this the sun's whole lustre faird, 
• And sudden midnight o'er tlie moon prevail'd? 
For this did Heav'n display to mortal eyes 
Aerial knigirts and combats in the skiesP 
Was it for this Nortfamiibriaii streams looked red. 
And Thames,driv*n back ward,sho\v'd his secret bed? 
False auguries! tlie' insulting victors scorol 
£v'n our own prodigies against us turn ; 
O portents! construed en oar side kt vakiy 
Let never Tory trust edipse again. 
Rnn clear, ye fountains ! be at peace, ye skies ! 
And Thames ! henceforth to thy 2:reen borders rise* 

To Home then must tiie Koyal WaiMleirer go^ 
And fall a suppliant at the pafMd toe? 
His life in sloth inglorious mast he wear^ 
One half in luxury and one iu pray'r ? 
His mind perhaps at length debaucird with ease^ 
The proifei *d purple and the hat may please* 
Shall he, whose ancient patriarchal* race 
To mighty Mimrod in one line we trace. 
In solemn conclave sit, devoid of thought, 
And poll for points of faith his trusty vote? 
He summoned to his stall in ticne of need. 
And with his casting snfirage fix a creed? 
Shall he in robes on staled days appear* 
And Englnh heretics curse once a-year? 
Garnet and Faux shall he with prayers invoke^ 
And beg that Smithtield pil^s once more may sntoke? 
Forbid it^ Heav'n! my sonl to fury wrou^l 
Turns almost Hanoverian at the thong^t. 

Frofl» James and Rome I leel my heart dcfdine, 
And fear, O Brunswick! 'twill be wholly thine ^ • 
Yet still his share thy rival will contest. 

And atiU the double claim divides my Jbiemt^ 
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• The fate of James with pityiug eyes I view, 
And wish my homage were not Brunswick's due : 
To James my passion and my weakness giiide^ 
'But reason sways me to the victor's side. 
Thoiigii griev*^ I speak it ; let the trath appear i 
You know my language and my heart sincere. 
In vain did falsehood his tair fame disgrace ; 
Wliat force bad ^dsehood when he showed his face? 
In vain to war ouf boastftil clans were led ; 
Heaps driv'n on heaps in tiie ilire shock they fled. 
France shuns his wrath, nor raises to our shame 
A second Dunkirk in another name. 
In Britain's funds tiieir wealtli all Europe throws. 
And up the Thames the world's abondanee flows. 
Spite of feigned fears and artificial cries. 
The pious Town sees fifty churches rise. 
The hero triumphs as his worth is known, 
And sits more firmly on his shaken throne. 

To ihy sad thought no beam of hope appears 
Through the long prospeet of succeeding years. 
The son, aspiring to liis fottier's fame, 
(lihows ail his sire, another and the same: 
He blest in lovely Caroiioa's arms 
To fotore ages propagates her charms. 
With p«n and joy at strife I often traee 
The mingled parents in each dauirhter's face ; 
Half sickening at the sight, too well I spy 
The &tlier's spirit through the motiier's eye: • 
In vain new thoughts of rage I entertain, 
And strive to hate their innocence in vain, 

O Princess ! happy by thy foes confest, 
Blest in thy husband, in thy children blest, 
As they from thee, from them new beauties bom 
While Europe Uists shall Europe's thrones adorn; 
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Transplanted to each court, in times to come 
Tliy smile celestial and unfading bloom 
Great Austria's sods with sof\er lines shall ^ce. 
And smooth the frowns of BourboD's haughty race ; 
The fair descesdants of thy sacred bed 
\V' ide branching o'er the western world shall spread^ 
Like the fam'd Banian tree, whose pliant shoot 
To earthward bending, of itself takes root ; 
nil, like their mother plant, ten thoosand stand 
In verdant arches on the fertile laud ; 
Beneath her shade the tawny Indians rove, 
Or hunt at large tlirough the wide echoing grove, 
O thou! to whom tliese mournfiii lines I send. 
My promised husband and my dearest friend, 
Smce Heav*n appoints this fiivoar*d race to reign^ 
And blood has drench'd the Scottish 6elds in vain. 
Must I be wretched, and thy flight partake? 
Or wilt not tliou for thy lov'd Chloe's sake, 
Tur'd out at length, submit to fate's decreed 
If not to Brunswick, O return to me I 
Prostrate before tlie victor's mercy bend ; 
What spares whole thousands may to thee extend. 
Should blmded friends thy doubtfol conduct blame, 
Great Brunswick's vutnes will secure thy fiune : 
Say these invite thee to approach his throne, 
And own the monarch Heaven vouchsafes to own : 
The world convinced, thy reasons will approve ; 
ISfiy this to them, but swear to me 'twas love» 



uiyui^ed by Google 



I 



EPISTLES. 103 



VERSES TO MRS. LOIVTHER 

ON HER MARRIAGE. 
FROM MfiNAGB. 

Trb greatest swain that treads the' Arca^an grove 

Our shepherds envy, and our virgins love, 
His charming nymph his softer fair obtains. 
The bright Diana of our tlowery plains^ 
He 'midst the gracefiil of superior grace, 
And she thelovefiest of the loveliest raee. 

Thy fruitful influence guardian Juno shed, 
And crown the pleasures of the genial bed: 
Raise tlience, their fhtore joy, a smiling iieir. 
Brave as the father, as the mother fain 
Well may'st tbon shower thy choicest gifts on those 
Wlio boldly rival thy most hated foes ; 
Tiie vigorous bridegroom with Alcides vies. 
And the tair bride has Cytherea's eyes. 



TO 

A LADY BEFORE MARRIAGE. 

Oh ! form'd by Nature and ref5n*d by art, 
Witli charms to win and sense to fix the heart, 
By ttionsands sought, Clotildal canst tbon free 
Thy crowd of captives and descend to me ; 

Content in shades obscure to waste thy lifci 
A liidden lieauty and a countiy wile.^ 



Digitized by Google 



* 

O! listen while thy summers are my theme. 
Ah ! sooth thy partner in his waking dream. 
In some small hauniet on the lonely plain [train ; 
Where Thames through meadows rolte his nuuey 
Or where high Windsor, thick with greens array'd. 
Waves his old oaks and spreads his ample shade^ 
Fancy has figured out our calm retreat ; 
Already round the visionary seat 
Our limes heffSk to shoot, our flowers to spriiig. 
The brooks to mnrmnr, and the birds to sing. 
Where dost thon lie, tboo thinly-peopled green^ 
Tliou nameless lawn and village yet unseen, 
Where sons contented with their native ground 
Ne'er travelled fmther than ten furlongs rounds 
And the tann'd peasant and his ruddy bride 
Were bom together, and together died ; 
Where early larks best tell the morning light^ 
And only Philomel disturbs the night? 
'iVIidst gardens here my humble pile .shall rise. 
With sweets surrounded of ten dionsand dies ; 
All savage where the' embroidered gardens end^ 
The haunt of echoes shall my woods ascend ; 
And oh! if Hcav*n the' ambitious thought approve 
A rill shall warble cross the gloomy grove; 
A little rill, o*er pebbly beds conve^d^ 
Gnsh down the steep and glitter through the glade. 
What cheering scents these bordering banks exhale ! 
How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale ! 
That tbrpsh how shrill ! his note so clear, ^o hig^ 
He dromis each featiief'^ nuastsel of the sky. 
Here let mejtrace beneath the purpled mom. 
The deep-mouth'd beagle and the sprightly horn, 
Or lure tlie trout with well*dissenibled flies, 
Or fetch the fluUering partridge fr4om the skies. 
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Nor shiDl tby hand disdain to crop tfae vine; 

The downy peach or flavoiir*d nectarine, 
Or rob the bee-hive of its golden hoard, 
And bear the' un bought luxuriance to thy boasd. 
Sometimes my books by day shall kill the honr^, 
While '6pm thy needle rise tfae silken flowers. 
And tliou by turns, to ease my fee ble sii^ht, 
Resume the volume and deceive tiie nij;Ut. 
Oh ! .virhen I mark thy twiokliog e^e& opprest. 
Soft whispering let me warn my )o?e to rest. 
Then wateh thee^ duurm'd, whUe deep locks every 
sense. 

And to sv^eet Heav'n commend thy innocence! 

Thus reigu'd our fathers o'er the raral fold, 

Wise, hale^ and. honesty, in tlie days of old ; 

Till coarts arose, where substance pays for show^ 

And specious joys are bought with real woe. 

See Flavia's pendants large, well spread and right; 

The ear that wears them iiears a fool each night. 

Mark haw ^e' embfoider'd ccrt'nel sneaks away 

To shun the withering dame that made him gay. 

That knave to gain a title lost his fame ; 

Tliat rais'd his credit by a daughter's shame: 

This coxcomb's ribband cost him half hi^ land, 

And oaks nnnnmber'd bought that fool a wand. 

Fond man, as^ all bis sorrows were too few, 

Acquires strange wants that Nature never knew; 

By midnight lamps he emulates the day,. 

And sleeps perverse the cheerful suns away ; • 

From goblets high-embost his vrine must glide, 

Roand his clos'd sif^t ttae gorgeous cnrlaui slide. 

Fruits ere Aeir^ime to grace his pomp must rise^ 

And three antasted courses glut his eyes ; 
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For this are Nature's gentle ctf Is witbsteod, 
llie voice of conscience and tbe bonds 4if bkiod; 

This wisdom thy reward for every pain, 
And this gay ^lory all thy mighty gain : 
Fair phantoms woo'd and scorn'd from age to age^ 
Since liards began to langh or priests to rage^ 
And yet just corse on nian*« aspiring kind i 
Prone to ambition, to example blind. 
Our^ehildren's children shall our steps pursoe. 
And tbe same i^rroi*s be for ever new. 
MeanwbUe in hope a guiltless country swain. 
My reed with warblings cheers the' imagin'd plain. 
Hail humble shades ! where truth and sileuce dwells 
Thou noisy Town and faithless Court! farewell; 
Farewell ambition, once my darling flame» 
The thirst of lucre and the charm of fame; 
In life's by-road, that winds dirongh paths nidcnown. 
My days though numbered shall be all my own : 
Here shall they end, (O might they twice begin) 
And all be whke the Fates intend to ispin* 



TO A LADV. 

WfVm A PRESENT OF FLOWERS. 

The fragrant painting of our flowery fields. 
The choicest stores that youthful summer yields^ 
Strephon to fair Eliza hath conveyed, 
• The sweetest garland to the sweetest maid ! 
O cheer the flowers^ my fair! and let them rest 
On the Elysium of thy mowy breast^ 
And there regale the smdland chaan tiie ^ew» 
With richer odours and a lovdier hue. 
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Learu hence, nor fear a flatterer in the flow'r, 
Thy form divine and beauty's matchless pow'r : 
Faint near thy cheeks the bright carnation glows. 
And thy ripe lips oalblush the opening rose; 
The lily*8 snow betrays less pore a li^t. 
Lost in thy bosom's more unsniiied white ; 
And wreaths of jasmine shed perfumes beneath 
The' ambrosial incense of thy balmy breath. 

Ten tiiousand beauties gi*ace the rival pair ; 
How iair the chaplet, and the nymph how fair! 
But di I too soon tb^ fleeting charms decay. 
The fading lustre of one hastening day : 
Thi;^ niglit shall see the gaudy wreath decline. 
The roses wither, and the lilies pine. 

The garland's fitte to thine shall be applied. 
And what advanced thy form, shall check thy pride. 
Be wise, my fair! the present hour improve, 
Let joy be now, and now a waste of love : 
Each drooping bloom shall plead thy just excuse. 
And tliat which show*d thy beauty, show its use. 



ON A LADVm picture. 

TO OILVORD L4W80N, ESQ. 

As Damon Chloe's painted form surveyed, 
He sigh'd and languished for the jilting shade; 
For Cnpid taught tlie artist-hand its grace, 
And Venus wanton'd to the mUnic fkce. 

Now he laments a look so falsely fair. 
And almost damns what yet resembles her ; 
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Now he devours It with liis longing eyes, 1 
Now sated, from the lovely phanlom flies^ r 
Yet banw to look agaiD, yet again and dies* ) 
Her ivory Beck liis lips pmnune to kiss. 
And his bold hands the sweUing bosom press; 
The swain drinks in deep draughts of vain deske, 
Melts without beat, and burns in fancied fire. 

Strange power of paint ! thon nice creator. Art I 
What love inspires may fife itself imput. 
Strnck with hke wounds of old, Pygm^n pray'd, 
And hngi^'d to life iiis artificial maid. 
Clasp, new Pygniahon ! clasp tiie seeming charms, ) 
Perhaps ev'n now the' eabvening image warms, q 
Destin*d to crown thy joys,and revel uitlqranns; 3 
Thy arms, which shall with fire so fierce invade. 
That at once shall be^ and cease to be a maid* 

« 

TO 

SIR GODFREY KSBLLER, 

AT HIS COUNTRir SBAT. 

To Whittpn^ shades tnd Hoiw^oW's wy plain 
Thou, Kneller! tak'st thy summer flights ui tain ; 

In vain iLy wish gives all thy rural hours 
To the fair villa and well-order'd bowers j 
To court thy pencil, early at thy gates 
Ambitien knocks, smd fleeting Beauty wuts ; 
The hoasrfiii Muse, of others' iiune so sore, 
Implores thy aid to make her own secure : 
The Great, the Fair, and if aught nobler be, 

Anght more belov'd, the Arts sotieit Uiee. 
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How canst thou hope to fly the P^ovld, in vain 
From Europe sever'd by the circling inain^ 
Sought by the kiogaof every distmt land^ 
And eveiy hero worthy of thy hand i 
Hadst thon fbrgot, that mighty Boarben fear*ii 
He still was mortal till thy drauajht appear'd? 
That Cosmo chose tliy glowing form, to place 
Amidst her masters of the Lombard race? 
See on her Titian's and her Gnido*s urns 
Her falling arts forlorn Hesperia moams. 
While Britain wins each garland from her brow, 
Her wit and freedom first, her painting now. 

Let the faint copier on old Tiber's shore, 
Nor mean the task, each breathing host explore^ 
Line after line with painful patience trace, 
This Roman grandeur, that Athenian grace; 
Vain care of parts : if, impotent of soul, 
The* industrious workman fails to warm the whole. 
Each theft betrays the marble whence it came. 
And a cold statue stiffens in the frame. ' 
Thee Nature taught, nor Art her aid denied, 
The kindest mistress and the surest guide, 
To catch a likeness at one piercing sight. 
And place the fairest in the feirest light. 
Ere yet thy pencil tries her nicer toils, 
Or on thy palette lie the blended oils, 
Thy careless chalk has half achiev'd thy art. 
And her just image makes Cleora start. 

A mind that grasps the whole is rarely found; 
Half4eam'd, halt-painters, and half-vrits abound. 
Few like thy genitis at proportion aim. 
All great, all graceful, and throughout the same. 
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Such be thy life. O since the glorious rage 
That fir'd thy yoath, flames unsubdued by aire, 
Though wealth nor fame now touch thy sated mind; 
Still tinge the <»nva88, bounteous to mankind I 
Since after thee may rise an impious line, 
Coarse luanglers of the iiuuian face divine, 
Paint on till fate dissolve thy mortal part, 
And livetund die the monarch of thy art. 



i K I U o L,' 



ODES. 



OCCASIONED BY Htt 

EXCELLENCY THE EARL OF STANHOPE'i 

VOYAGE TO FRAKCB^ 1718« 

^ Idem 
Pads «faft iii6dltt«qae belli. HOR. 

f^AiR daughter once of Wiudsor's woods^ 
In safety o*er tlie rolling floods 
Britannia's boast and darling care. 
Big mtb the fate of Earopc, bear! 
May winds propitious on his way 
The minister of peace convey, 
Nor rebel wave nor rising storm 
Great George's liquid realms detbrin. 

Oar vows are heard ; thy crowded sails 
Already swell with western gales^ 
Already Aibiou's coast retires, 
And Calais mullipUes her spires. 
At length has royal Orleans prest 
With open arms the well-known gaesty 
Before in sacred friendship join'd, 
And now in counsels for mankiinL 
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Whilst his clear schemes our patriot shows, 
And plans the threatened world's repose ; 
They fix each haughty monarch's doom, 
And biess whole ages yet te oooie. 
Hencefortli, great Uninnwiek sRall decree 
What flag mnst awe the Tyrrhene sea, 
For whom the Tuscan grape shall glow, 
And fmittbl Arethus&flQW. 

See in firm Ieag«es with Thames eombhie 

The Seine, the Maese, and distant Rhine; 
Nor, Ebro ! let thy single rage 
With half the warring woi4d ens^ge ; 
Ob ! call to mind thy thoasands slam. 
And Almanara's fiital ptoin, 
Whilci yet the Gallic terrors sleep, 
Nor Britain thunders from the deep. 



INSC&IBED TO 

THE EARL OF SUNDERLAND 

AT WTNUSOR. 

TflOU dome! where Edward first enroiPd 
His red-cro8s.Kni{|^ and Barones bold, 
Whose vacant seats, by virtne bought, 
Ambitious emperoi*s have sought. 
Where Britain's foremost names are found> 
In peace beloved, 'm war renown'd, 
Who made the hostile nati«)ns moan, 
Or brought a blesaiog on their own ; 

• 

Once more a son of Spencer waits, 
A name fimiiha^to thy gates, 
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Sprun^^ from the chief whose prowess gaia'd 
The Garter, while thy founder reiga*dj 
He offered here his dinted shield, 
The dread of Gmils in Cressy's field, 
Which, in thy high-arch'd temple raised, 
For four long centuries hath blaz*d. 

These seats onr aireSf a hardy kind! 
To the fierce sons of War confined, 
The flower of chivalry ! who drew 
With sinewed arm the stubborn yew, 
Or with heav'd pole-axe clear'd the fields 
Or who in jttsts and tourmys skiU'd, 
Before their ladies^ eyes renown'd 
Threw horse and horsenien to the ground. 

In afcer times, as courts refin'd, 
Our patriots in the list were join'd; 
Not only Warwick stain'd with blood, 
Or Marlborough near the Danube's floods 
Have in their crimson Crosses glow'd^ 
But on just lawgivers bestow'd ; 
These emblems Cecil did invest^ 
And gleamed on wise Ctodolphin'd breast. 

So Greece, ere arts began to rise, 
Fix'd huge Orion in the skies ^ 
And stem Alcides^ fam'd in wars, 
Bespangled with a thousand stars : 
Till lettered Athens round the pole 
Made gentler constellations roll, 
In the blue heavens the lyre she strung. 
And near the Maid the Balance hung» 

1 Names of cunstelktious. 



ODES. 

Then, Spencer ! mount aiuid the band 
Where knights and kings promiscuous stands 
M'iiat tliougii the hero's flame represt 
Bums calmly in thy generous breast ; 
Yet wbo more dauntless to oppose 
In doubtful days our home-bred foes? 
Who rais'd his country's wealth so hi^^ 
Ur view'd with less desiring eye? 

The sage who liurge of sonl surveys 

The globe, and all its empires weighs, 
Watchful the various climes to guide 
Which seas, and tongues, and faitlis divide^ 
A nobler name in Wiudsoi*'s shrine 
^all leave^ if right the Muse divine, ' 
Than sprung of old, abhorr'd and vain, ' 
From ravaged realms and myriads slain«. 

« 

Why praise we, prodigal of fame. 
The rage that sets the world on flame? 

My guiltless Muse his brow shall bind 
Whose godlike bounty spares mankind : 
For those whom bloody garlands crown 
The brass may breathe, the marble frown: 
To him, tlirough every rescued land. 
Ten thousand living tropiiies stand. 
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PART or 

THE FOURTH BOOK OF LUCAN^y 



Caesar having resolved to give battie to Petreias and Afra- 
i niu8. PoQipey's Lieutenants in Spain, encamped near the 
enemy In the same field. Tbe behaviour of ttieir soidiers 
at their seeing anct knowing one anoiiier, is tlie aubject of 
tiie foiiowing verses. 



Their ancieut friends, as now they nearer drew. 
Prepared for fight the wrondering soldim knew; 
Bhitfaer with brother in tmnatoral strife, 
And tlie son arm'd against the father's life. 
Curs'd Civil war! then conscience first was felt, 
And tiie tongh veteran's lieart began to melt. 
, Fix'd in dumb sorrow all at once tliey stand, 
Then wave, a pledge of peace, the guiltless hand ; 
To vent ten thousand struggling passions move, 
Tlie stings of nature, and the pangs of love. 
All order broken, wide their arms they throw, 
And run with transport to the longing foe. 
Here the long-lost acquaintance neighbours claim ; 
There an old hiend recals his comrade's name; 
Youths who in arts beneath one tutor grew, 
Kome rent in twain, and kindred hosts they view. 
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Tears wet their impioas arms^ a fond relief! 
And kisses broke by sobs the words of grief. 

Tliough yet do blood was spilt, each anxious mind 
With horror thinks on wliat his rage designed. 
Ahl generous youtlis! why thus with fruitiess pain 
Beat ye those breasts? why gash those eyes in vain i 
Why blame ye HeaY'o, and charge your guilt on 
Fate? 

Why dread the tyrant whom yourselves make great ? 
Bids he the Imnipet sound? the trampet slight; 
Bids he the standard move? refiise the fight. 
Yonr generals left by you^ will love again 
A son and father, when they*re private men. 

Kind Concord, heavenly bom 1 whose blissful reign 
Holds the vast globe in one.surrounding chain, 
Whose laws the jarring elementd coBtroiy 
And knit each atom close from pole to pole ; 
Soul of the world ! and love's eternal spring ! 
This hicky^hour thy aid^ iair goddess I brings 
This hicky hoar, ere aggravated crimes 
Heap guilt on guik, and doubly stain the tiifiea: 
No veil henceforth for sin, for pardon none ; 
They know their duty now their friends are known. 
Vain wi$h ! from blood short must the respite be ; 
New cranes by love enhanced this night shall see 
Siiehi» the will of Fate, and sach the hard decree^ 

'Twas peace. From cither camp, now void of fear, 
The soldiers mingling cheerful feasts prepare ; 
On the green sod the friendly bowls were crowu'di 









1 



Aroond tile fire they talk ; one shows his soars, 

One tells what chance first led him to the wars ; 
Their stories o'er the tedious night prevail^ 
And tbfi mute ckde li&ten& to the tale. . 
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They own they fought, but swear they ne'er could 
hate. 

Deny their guilt, and lay the, blame on fate : 
TbjBir love Femes to make them guiltier grow ; 
A short-Iiv'd blessing but to heighten woe! 

When to Petreius first the news was told 
Tlic jealous general thought his legions sold: 
Swift with the goards, his headstrong fury drew 
From ont his camp, he drives tiie hostile crew. 
Cots clasping friends asunder with his swoid, 
And stains with blood each hospitable board. 

Then tlius his wrath breaks out: * Oh, lost to 
fiime! 

Oh, false to Pompey and the Roman name f 

Can ye not conquer? ye degenerate bands! 
Oh ! die at least, 'tis all that Rome demands. 
What! will ye own, while ye can wield the sword^ 
A rebel staiidaixl and osorphig lord ? 
Shall he be aaed to take yon into place ' 
Amongst his slaves, and grant you equal grace? 
What! shall my life be begg'd? inglorious thought! 
And life abhorr'd, on such conditions bought ! 
The toils we bear, my friends I are not for life, 
Too mean a prize in snch a dreatful strife ; 
But peace would lead to servitude and shame, 
A fair amusement and a specious name. 
Never had man explored the iron ore, 
Mark'd out the trench, or rais'd the lofty tow'r. 
Ne'er had the steed iq bamess sought the plain, 
Or fleets encounter'd on the' unstable main, 
Were life, were breath, with fame to be compar'd^ 
Or peace to glorious liberty preter'd. 
By guilty oaths the hostile army bound. 
Holds fast its impious faith, and stands its ground : 
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Arc you perficiions who espouse the laws^ 
And traitors only in a rigliteous caose? 
Ofa shame ! in vain tbrottgh nations far and y^tde 
Thou call'st the crowding inonarchs to tliy side, 
Fairn Pompey ! while thy legions here betray 
Thy cheap-bought lite» and treat thy fame away.' 

He ended fierce : the soldier's rage returns. 
His blood flies npivard, and his bosom bums. 

So haply tara'd, tlie tiger bears liis bands, 
Less griraly growls, and hcks his keeper's hands ^ 
But if by chance he tastes forbidden gore, 
He yells atnain and makes Iris dungeon roar ; 
He glares, he foams, he aims a desperate bound, 
And his pale master flies the dangerous ground. 

jNow deeds are done which man might charge 
aright 

On stubborn Fate, or nndisceming Night, 
Had not their guilt the lawless soldiers known, 

And made the whole malignity their own. 
The beds, the plenteous tables, float with gore, 
And breasts are stab'd that were embraced betbre* 
Pity awhile their hands from slaughter kept. 
Inward they groaned, and as they drew they wept ; 
But every blow their wavering rage assures, 
lu murder hardens, and to blood inures: 
Crowds charge on crowds, nor friends their friends 
descry. 

But meB by sons, and sons by fathers die. 

Black monstrous rage ! each with victorious cries . 
Drags his slain friend before the generars eyes^ 
Exults in guilt tliat throws the only shame 
Od Pompey's cause, and blots the Romas name. 
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THE 

i-lRST BOOK OF THE ILIAD. 



DEDICATION. 

f 

Whbn J first entered upon tbis translation I. was 
ambitioas of dedicating it to the late Earl of 

Halifax; but beiag prevented from doinq: myself 
•that honour by the unspeakable loss wiiiclx our 
coantry hath sustained in tlie death of that extra- 
^orduiary person, I hope I shall not be blamed £»r 
presuming to make a Dedication of it to bis me» 
mory. The greatness of his name will justify a 
. practice altogether uncommon, and may gain fa- 
vvonr towards a work which (if it bad deserved his 
patronage) is perhaps the onl^ one inscrilied to bis 
lordisbip, that will escape being rewarded by him. 

I might have one advantage from i»iicli a Dedi- 
cation, that nothing I could say in it would be sus- 
pected of flattery : besides, that the world would 
take a pleasure in hearing those things ssud iof tills 
great man now he is dead, which be himself wonid 
have been oflFended at when living. But tliougU 
I am sensible so amiable and exalted a character 
would be very acceptable to tiie public, were I 
able to dsaw it in its full extent ; I should be ceo- 
snred very deservedly should I venture upon an 
undertaking to which 1 am by no means equal. 

His consammate knowledge in aUkii\ds of busi- 
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ness, bis wianiiig elcM]tieoco m pnUic assemblies, 
his active zeal for the good tsf his country, and the 

sliare lie had in conveying the supreme power to 
an ilhistrious family, famous for being friends to 
mankind, are subjects easy to be enlarged upon, 
but incapable of being^ exbftnsted. The nature of 
the following performance more directly leads me 
to lament the misfortune which liath befallen the 
learned worlds by tiie death of so generous and 
universal a patron. 

He rested not ia a barren adm>*ation ef the 
polite arts, wherdn he himself was so great a 
master, bnt was actuated by that humanity they 
naturally inspire, whicli gave rise to many excel- 
lent writers who have cast a light upon the age ia 
which be lived, and wiU distinguish it to. posteri^* 
It is well known, that very few celebrated pieces 
have been published for several years but what 
were cither promoted by his encouragement, or 
supported by his approbation, or recompensed by 
bis bounty : an<) if the succiession of men who excel 
in most of the refined arts should not eontiRiiey 
though some may impulc it to a decay of geuius iu 
our countrymen, tiiose who ar^ acquainted with 
bis lordship's character will know more justly how 
to account {or it. 

The cause of liberty will receive no small advn- 
tage in future times, when it shall be observed that 
the Earl of Halifax was one of the patriots who 
were at tlie bead of it; and that most of those 
who were enunent in the several parts of polite or 
nsefhl learning, were by his influence and exan^e ' 
engaged in the same interest, 

I bopci theretbre, the public will excuse my am* 
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bition for thus intmding into the number of those 
applauded men vfho have paid him this kind of 
homage ; especiaUy since I am also prompted to it 
by gratitude ibr the protection with wbidi he had 

begun to honour me, and do it at a time when he 
cannot sufter by tiie importunity of my ackuow* 
ledgmeuts. 
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THE 

FIRST BOOK OF THE ILIAD. 



TO THE READER. 

J must inform t!ic Reader tliat wlini 1 began this first book 
1 bad some tlioiii;liis of iranshitin*; the whole Iliad, hut 
had the pleasure of being divericd from that design by 
Gliding the work was falleu iuto a much abler iiaud. I 
woold iiQt therefore bethought to have uiiy other view iu 
pabUshini; tbto 811U1II spedmeit of .Uomer« Iliad tbap tm 
bespeak, if possible, the favour of the pobiic to a traiia- 
lation of Homer's OdyMeis, wbereln i have already made 
some progress. 



Achilles' fatal wratli, whence discord rose 
That brought tiie sous of Greece unnumbered woei^ 
O goddess sing. Full many^ hero's ghost 
Was driv'n imtimely to the' infernal coasts 
While m promiscuoiis heaps their bodies hy, 
A feast for dogs and eveiy bird of prey. 
So did the sire of gods and men fulfil 
His stedfast purpose^ and almighty will ; 
What time Uie haughty ciiielft their jars begaOy 
Alrides king of men and Peleas' godlike son. 
What god in strife the princes did engage? 
Apollo ! biirniug with vindictive i age 
Against the scornful king, whose impious pride 
His priest dishonoar'd and his pow'r defied ; 
Hetioe swift contagion, by the gods' commands, 
bwept through the .camp aad thia'd the Grecian 
b^s» 
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For wealth immense the holv Clirvses bore 
His daughter's mnsom to the tented shore : 
His sceptre stretdiiDg forth, the golden rod 
Hung round with hallow'd garlands of his god ; 
Of all the host, of every princely cliicf, 
But first of Atreus' sons he beij*j:*d relief: 

^ Great Atreus' sons and warlike Greeks attend I 
So may the' immortal gods yonr cause befriend, 
So may yon Priam's lofty bnlwarks bnrn, 
And, rich in gathered spoils, to Greece retnni. 
As for these gifts, my daughter, you bestow, 
And reverence due to great Apollo show, 
Jove's tavourite o&priog, tenible in war, 
Who sends his shafts imerringfrom afiir.' 

Throughout the host consentin;^ murmurs rise, 
The priest to reverence and give back the prize. 
When the great king, incens'd, his silence broke 
In words reproachiiil, and thus sternly spoke: 

^ Hence, dotard ! from my sight, nor ever more 
Approach, I warn thee, this forbidden shore, 
Lest thou stretch forth my fury, to restrain 
The wreaths and sceptre of thy god in vain. 
Tibe captive maid I never vrill res^ ; 
nil age o*ertakes her, I have vow*d her mine : 
To distant Argos shall the fair be led ; 
She shall, to ply the loom and grace my bed. 
Begone, ere evil intercept thy way : 
Hence on thy life, nor ntgfi me by thy stay*' 

He ended fh>wning. Speechless and dismay'd 
The aged sire his stern command obeyed. 
Silent he pass'd amid tlie deafening roar 
Of tumbling billows on the lonely shore: 
Far from the camp he passed, then suppliant stood^ 
And thus the hoary priest invoked his god : 
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< Dreai warrior iwith fte silver bow! give <ear; 

Patron of Chrysa and of Cilia hear : 
To thee the guard of Tenedos belongs: 
Prqpitious Smintheus! ob, redress my wrongs I 
If e'er within tby iane^ with wreaths adonikly 
.The fat of bulb and well-fed goats I burn'd, 
O hear my prayer! Let Greece thy fury know, 
And with thy shaits avenge thy servant's woe !' 

Apollo heard his injor'd suppliants cry ; 
Dowii msh'd the veagefiil warrior from the sky. 
Across his breast the glittering bow he flung. 
And at hi-> back the wcll-stor'd quiver hung : 
(His arrows rattled as he urg'd his iiight.) 
In clouds he flew, concealed from mortal sight. 
Then took ius stand the weU^m'd shaft to throw ; 
Fierce sprung the string, and IwaBg'd the stiver bow. 
The dogs aiid mules his first keen arrow slew, 
Amid Hie ranks the next more tatal flew, 
A deatfaful dart ! The funeral piles aroand . - 
For eyer biased on the devoted ground. 

Nine daya entire he yex^d tbe* embattled host ; 
The te^ith, Achilles through the winding coast 
Summon'd a council by the queen's command, 
Who wields lieaven's sceptre iu her snowy hand : 
She moum'd her fiMTourite Gred&8, who now enclose 
The hero, swiftly speaking as he ^ose : 

^ What now, O Atrous' son! remains in view, . 
But o*er Uie deep our wanderings to renew, 
Doom'd to destruction, while our wasted pow'rs 
The sword and jpestilence at once devonrs? 
Why haste we not some prcqrfiet's skill to prove. 
Or seek by dreams? (ibr dreams descend from Jove.) 
What moves ApoHo's rage let him explain, 

What vow withheld) what hecatomb urnlain; 
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And if the bieod of lambs and goats can pay 
The price, for guilt, and turn this curse away r* 

Tiuis he : and next the reverend Calchas rose, 
Tiieu* guide to llioa whom the Grecians chose ^ 
Tiie prince of ragurs ! whose enUghten'd eye 
Could things past, present^ and to eome, desciry ! 
Such wisdom Piioebus gave. He thus began, 
His speech addressing to the godhke man : 

* Me then commandst thou, lov'd of Jove ! to show 
What moves the god that bends the dreadful bow-? 
Fhst plight thy (kith thy ready help to lend^ 
By words to aid me or by aniis defend ; 
For I foresee his rage whose ample sway 
The Argian pow'rs and sceptred chiets obey* 
The wrath of kings what subject eaa oppose i 
Deep in their breasts the smother'd vengeance glows, 
Still watchftd to destroy. Swear, valiant youtli ! 
Swear, wilt thou guard me if I speak the trutli^ 

To this Achiiles swift rephes : ^ Be bold, 
Disclose what Phcebos tells thee unqontroU'd, 
By htm who listening to thy powerful pra/r 
Reveals the secret, 1 devoutly swear 
That while tiiese eyes behold the liglit, no hand 
Shall dare to wrong thee on this crowded strand j 
Not Atreus' son, though now hiniself lie boast 
The king of men, and sovereign of the host*' 

Then boldly he: — ' I\or does the god complain 
Of vows withheld, or hecatombs uoslain* 
Chrysei's to her awful sire refus d, 
The gifts rejeetedi and the priest abus'd^ 
Call down these judgments ; and for more they call^ 
Just ready on the' exhausted camp to fall; 
Till ransom-free the damsel is bestow'd, 
And hecatombs are sent to sootb the god^ 
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To Cbrysa lent P^riiapB Apollo's rage 

The gitlu may expiate and the priest assuage.' 

He spoke and sat ; when v^iUi an angry frown 
The ciiief of kiogs up&tarted from h» tiurooe. 
Disdain and vengeanee in his bosom rise^ 
Loar in Us brow and sparkle in hm eyes ; 
Full at tlie priest their tlery orbs he bent^ 
And all at once his fury found a vent. 

*' Augttr of ills, (for noYei* good to me 
•Did that most inanspidoos voice decree) 
For ever ready to denounce my woes, 
When Greece is punished I aui still the cause ; 
And now, when Phoebus spreads his plagues abroad 
And wastes our camp, 'tis I provoke the gody 
Because my bloomiog captive I detain, 
And the large ransom is prodne'd in viun» 
Fond of the maid, my queen in beauty's pride 
Ne'er charm'd me more, a virgin and a bride ; 
Not Ciytemnestra boasts a nobler grace^ 
A VHttetbt temper or a lovelier face, 
In works of female skill hath more command^ 
Or guides the needle with a nicer hand : 
Yet she shall go the fair our peace shall buy ; 
Better I sutler than my people die. 
But mark me well ; see instantly prepared 
A full equivalent, a new reward : 
Nor is it meet, while each enjoys his share, 
Your chief should lose his portion of the war ; 
In vain your chiefs wliilst the dear prize I boast 
Is wrested ftom me and for ever lost/ 

To whom die swift pursuer quick replied ^ 
' Oh sunk in avarice, and swoln with pride ! 
Flow shall the Greeks, though large of soul they be. 
Collect tbenr sever'd spoils, a faea^ for thee 



Digitized by Google 



TRANSLATIONS 



To learch anew^ and coU the cboiceBt share 
Amid the mighty harvest of the war ? 

Then yield thy captive to the god resign^d^ 

As^ur'd a tenfold recompence to find 

When Jove's decree shall tlu'ow proud Ilion down. 

And give to plunder the devoted town/ 

' < Think not, (Atrides answered) though yon shme 

Graceful in beauty like the pow'rs divine. 

Think not thy wiles, in specious words convey'd, 

From its firm purpose shall my soul dissuade* 

Must alone bereft, sit down with shame, 

Abd thou insulting keep thy captive dame ? 

If, as I ask'd, the large-soid'd Greeks consent 

Full recompence to give, I stand content: 

If not, a prize I shall myself decree 

Frcim him, or him> or ebe perhaps firom thee ; 

While ihe proud prince despoil'd shall rage in vain. 

But break we here; the rest let time explain. 

LAuneh now a weli-trimm'd galley from the shore» 

With hands experienced at the bending oar^ 

Enclose the hecatomb, and then with care 

To the high deck convey the captive fidr. 

The sacred bark let sage Ulysses guide^ 

Or Ajax or Idomeneus preside ; 

Or thou, O mighty man ! the chief shall be, 

And who more fit to sooth the god than thee?' 

^ Shameless, and poor of soul! (the prince replies, 
And on tlie monarch casts his scornluL eyes) 
What Greek henceforth will march at thy command 
In search of danger on the doubUtul strand J 
Who, in the face of day, provoke the fight, 
Or tempt the secret ambush of the night? 
Not I, be sure. Henceforward I am free, 
For ne'er was Priam's house a foe to me ; 
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Far from their inroads, in my pastures feed 
The lowing heifer and the pamper'd steed. 
On Phtbia'ft bills our fruits securely grovr^ 
And ripen careless of the distant foe ; 
Between whose realms and oar ThessaKan shore 
Unnumbci mouutains ri^^e and billow?; roar. 
For thine and for thy baffled brotlier's fcime 
Across those seas, disd^nfulmanl 1 came; 
Yet) Insolent 1 by arbitruy sway 
Tlioa talk'st of sekiog on my rijLi^hffiil prey. 
The prize whose purchase toils and dangers cost, 
And giv'n by siifiVage of the Grecian host. 
What town, when sack'd by our victorious bands. 
Bat stiU brenght wealth to those rapacious bands i 
To me, thus sconfd, contented dost thou yield 
My share of blood in the tumultuous field ; 
But still the (lower of ail the spoil is thine: 
Tliere claim'st thou most, nor e*er did I repine: 
Whatever was giv*n, I took, and thought it best| 
With slaugiiter tir'd, and panting afier rest. 
To Phthia now, for I shall light no more, 
My ships their crooked prows shall turn from shore* 
When i am scorn'd, I think I well foresee 
What spoils and pillage will be won by thee/ 
< Hence, (cried the monarch) hence withont de- 
lay; 

Think not, vain manl my voice shall nrge tUy 
stay: 

Others thou leav'st to die great canse inclin'd ; 
A league of kings tfaoa leav'st and Jove behind. 

Of all the ciiiefs dost thou oppose me most : 
Outraixe and uproar are thy only boast. 
Discord and jai-s tliy joy. But learn to know^ 
If thou art strong 'tis Jove hath made thee 8o« 
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Go, at thy pleaanre, none will stop tby nvay ; 
Go, bid tby base-'born Myrmidons obey. 
Thou Bor tliy rage shall my resolves subdue; 
I fix my purpose, and my threats rcjiew. 
Since 'tis decreed, I raoBt the maid restorci 
A ship shall waft ber to the* offended pow'rf 
But fair Briseis, thy allotted prize, 
Myself will seize, and seize before thy eyes, 
That thou aud each audacious man may see 
How vaio the xash attempt to cope with me/ 

Stung to the soul, tnniultnoos thoughts began 
This way and that to rend t|ie godlike man* 
To force a passage with his falchion drawn, 
And hurl the* imperial boaster from his throue 
He now resolves | and now resolves again 
To queil his fury, and his arm restnun. 
While thus by turns his rage and reason sway'd. 
And, half unsheath'd, he held the glittering blade, 
That moment Juno, whose impartial eye 
Watched o'er them both, sent Pallas from the sky : 
She flew, and caught his yellow hair behind^ 
(To htm alone the radiant goddess shin'd ;) 
Sudden he tum'd, and started with surprise; 
Kage and revenge flash'd dreadful in his eyes. 

Then thus with hasty words; ^ O heavenly-bom 1 
< Com'st thou to see proud Agamempon's scorn? 
But thou Shalt see (my sword shall make it good) 
"l^his glutted sand smoke with the tyrant's blood/ ' 
^ ^ To sooth thy soul,' the blue-eyed maid replies,. 
^ (If thou obey my voice) I left the skies : 
Heaven's queen, who favours both, gave this Gopi« 
mand; 

Suppr^[» thy wrath and stay thy vengeful 
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Be all thy rac;e in tauntful words exprest, . 
But guiltless let the thirsty falchion rest. 
Mark what I speak : Ao honr is od its way i 
When gifts tenfold for tfaisuafiroTit shall pay ; ; 
jSuppress thy wrath, and Heaven and nie obey.' J 

Then he : * I yield, though with reluctant mind 
Who yields to Heav'n shall Ueav*D propitious find. 
The sliver hilt close grasping, at the word 
Deep in the sheath he phmg'd his mighty sword* 
The goddess, turningfj darted from his sight. 
And reach'd Olympus in a moment's flight. 

But fierce Acbilksmi a thundering tone 
^rows ont his wrath, and goes inipetuovs on :* - 

* Valiant with wine, and fnrions from the bowl^ 
Thou fierce-look'd talker, witli a coward soul! 
War's glorious pciil ever slow to share, 
Aloof thou viewst the field, tor death is there: 
'Tis greater &r tliis peaceful camp to sway. 
And peel the Greeks at will, who disobey ; 
A tyrant-lord o'er slaves to earth dejjas'd, 
For had they souls, this outrage were thy last. 
But thou my fix'd, my final purpose, bear: 
By this dread sceptre solemnly I sw^ar, 
By this (which once from out the forest torn. 
Nor leaf nor shade shall ever more adorn, 
Which never more its verdure must renew, ' 
Lopp'd from the vital stem whence fii'st it grew. 
But giv'n by Jove, tlie sons of mai to awe, 
Now sways the nations, and confirms the law)' 
A day shall come, when for this hour's disdain 
* The Greeks shall wislr for me, and wish in vain; 
Nor thon> though griev'd, the wanted aid aftbrd, 
When heaps od heaps shak fiUl by Hector's sword 
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Too late with anguish shall thy heart be torfii 
That the first Greek was made the public scorn.* 

He said ; and mounting with a fiirious boand^ 
He dasli'd liis studded sceptre on the ground^ 
Then sat: Atrides, eager to reply, 
On the fierce champion glanc'd a vengeful eye. 

'Twas then, the madding monarcbs to coniposci 
The Pylian prince, the smooth-speech Westor rose. 
His tongue droppM hooey : full of days was he^ 
Two ages past, he liv'd the third to see, 
And his first race of subjects long decay'd^ 
0*er their son's sods a peacefnl sceptre sway*d. 

^ Afas for Greece! (he cries) and with what joy 
Shall Priam hear, and every son of Troy, 
That you, the first in wisdom as in wars, 
Waste your great souls in poor ignoble jars! 
Go to ! yon both are yonng; yet, oft rever'd^ 
Greater than you have the wise Nestor heard : 
Their equals never sliall these eyes behold, 
Cffineus the just, Pirithoiis the bold, 
Exadiiis, Dryas, bom to high command, 
Shepherds of men, alid rulers of the land ; 
Thesens unrivalPd in his sires abodes, 
And mighty Polypheme, a match for gods. 
They, greatest names that ancient story knows, 
In mortal conflict met as dreadful foes, 
Feariess tbrongh rocks and vrilds their prey pursued, * 
And tiie huge double CentanrHnce snbdned. 
With them my early youth was pleas'd to roam 
Through regions far from my sweet native home; 
They caird me to the wars : no living hand ' 
Could match their valour or their strength with- 
stand 3 
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Yet wont they oft niy sage advice to hear: 
Then hsten both with an attentive ear. 
Seize not thou, king of men, the beauteous slave^ 
The' allotted prise the Grecian voices gave ; 
Nor thou, Pelides, in a threatening tone, 
Urge him to wrath who fills that sacred throne. 
The king of forty kings, and honoured more 
By mighty Jove than e'er was king before. 
Brave though then artt and of a race divine^ 
Thon must obey a power more great than thine | 
And thou, O king! forbear : myself will sue j 
Great Thetis' son his vengeance to subdue ; 
Great Thetis' vahant son, our country's boast. 
The shield and bulwark of the Grecian host!' 

^ Wise are thy words, O sire! (the king began) 
But what can satiate this aspiring man? 
Unbounded power he claims o'er humankind, 
And hopes for slaves, I trust he ne'er shall find. 
Shall we, becaose the gods have formed him strong, 
Bear the lewd language of bis lawless tongue?* 

* If aw'd by thee, the Greeks might well despise 
My name, (tlie prince precipitate replies) 
In vain thon nod'st from thy imperial throne | 
Thy vassals seek elsewhere, for I am none* 
Bnt break we bercu The fidr, tiiough justly 
mine, 

With sword undrawn I purpose to resign : 
On aught beside, I once for all command. 
Lay not, I chai^ thee, thy presmiqptaons hands 
.Come not within my reach, nor dare advance. 

Or thy heart's blood shall reek upon my lance.' 

Thus both in foul debate prolonged the day; 
The council broke, each takes hi& separate way : 
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Achilles seeks his tent with restless mind, 
Patrodiis and his train move slow behind* 

Meantime a bark was baul'd along the sand ; ) 
Twice ten selected Greeks, a brawny band, > 
Tug the tough oars at the great king's command. 3 
The gi^'ts, the hecatomb, tlxe captive fair, 
Are all intrusted to Ulysses' care. 
Tbey mount the deck, the vessel takes its fliglit^ 
Bonnds o*er the surge and lessens to tiie sight. 

IIText he ordains, along the winding coast^ 
By hallow'd rites to purify the host: 
A herd of chosen victims they provide. 
And cast their offiils on the briny tide : 
Fat boUs and goats to great Apollo die. 
In clouds the savoury steam ascends the sky. 

The Greeks to Heaven their solemn vows addrest| 
But dire revenge roU'd in the monarch's breast; 
Obsequious at his call two heralds stand, 
To them in frowiks he gives this harsh command : 
* Ye heralds! to Achilles' tent repair, 
Thence, swift the feinalc slave BriseVs bear, 
With arms, if disobey*d, myself will come : 
Bid him resign her, or he tempts bis doom.' 

The heralds, though unwillingly, obey; 
Along the sea-bcat shore they speed their wayj 
And now the Myrmidonian quarter past, 
At his tent-door tiiey find the hero placed. 
Disturb'd the solemn messengers* he saw) 
They, too, stood silent with respectlhl awe 
Before the royal youtii : they neither spoke: 
He gucss'd their message, and the silence broke; 

^ Ye ministers of gods and men! draw near ^ 
Not you but him whose heralds ye i^pear^* 
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Robb'd of my right, I blame. Patrocludi bfing 
The damsd forth for this disdainfiil king. 
But ye my wrongs, O heralds ! bear iu niiiidy^ 
And clear me to the gods and all mankind ; 
£v'n to your thoughtless king, if ever more 
My aid be wanted on the hostile shore. 
Thoughtless he b» nor knows his certain dooit^ 
Blind to the past, nor sees the woes to come; 
His best defence thus rashly to forego^ 
And leave a naked army to the fo^.' 

He ceas*d. Patroclus his dear firiend obey'd,^ 
And usher'd in the lovely weepmg maidl 
Sore sigh'd sfae, as tlie heralds took her hand, 
And oft look'd back, slow-moving o'er the strand**- 

The widow'd hero, when the fair was gone, 
Far from his friends sat bath'd in tears alone i 
dn the cold beach he sat, and fix'd his eyes 
Where black with storms the curling billows rise^ 
And as the sea wide-rolling he surveyed, 
With outstretched arms to his fond mother pray'd: 

^ Since to short life thy hapless son was boruy 
Great Jove stands bound by promise, to adorn 
His stinted course with an immortal name. 
Is tliis the great amends ? the promised tame? 
The son of Atreus, proud of lawle^ sway, 
Deiria'nds, possesses, and enjoys my prey.' 

Near her old sire enthron'd, ahe heard him weep 
FVom the low silent caveins of the deep ; 
Then in a morning mist her head she rears, 
Sits by her sou, and mingles tears with tears ; 
Close grasps her darUog*s hand ; * My son I (she 
cries) 

Why heaves thy heart? and why overflow thy eyes i 
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Oil ! tell me, tell thy mother all thy care. 
That both may know it, and that both may share/ 
' Oh goddess! (cried he with an inward groan) 

Thou kuovv'st it all; to tliee are all tilings known/ 

Eetian Thebes we sack'd ; tlieir rausack'd tow*rs^ 

The plunder of a people, all was ours. 

We stood agreed the booty to divide : 

Chrys^iSy rosy-cheek'd and glossy-ey'd, 

Fell lo the king ; but holy Chryscs bore 

Vast ijjitts of ransom to the tented shore : 

His sceptre stretching forth (the golden rod 

Hung roand with haliow'd garlands of his god) 

Of all the host, of every princely chief, 

Bat tirst of Ati eus* sons, he begg\l reUef. 

Tliroughoiit the host, consenting murmurs ran 

To yield her to the venerable man; 

But the harsh king denied to do him right. 

And drove the trembling prophet from his aght«r 

Apollo heard his injur d suppliant's cry, 

Apd dealt his arrows through the' infected sky j , 

The swift contagion sent by his commands, 

Swept through the camp, and thinn*d the Grecian 

The guilty cause a sacred angiir showed, [band8# 

And I first mov d to mitigate the god. 

At this tlie tyrant stormed, and vengeance vow'd, 

And now too soon hath made his threateniugs good^ 

Chiyseis first with gifts to Chrysa sent, 

His heralds came this moment to my tent 

And bore Briseis thence, my beauteous slave, 

The' allotted prize w hich the leaguedGreciansgnve, 

Thou, goddess! then, and thou I know hast povv 

For thine own son the might of Jove implore. 

Oft in my father's honse I've heard thee tell, 

When sudden fears on Heaven's great monarch fell^ 

k « • 



136 TRANSLATIONS. 

Thy aid ifie rebd deities o'ercaxne^ 

And sav'd the mighty Thunderer from shame. 
Pallasy and Neptune, and great Juno bound. 
Tlie sire in chains, and bem'd their sovereign round** 
Tby voieef O goddess! broke their idle bands^ 
And eall'd tiie giant of the hundred hands, 
Thy prodigy whom heaven and earth rcTere, 
Briaieus nam'd above, ^geon here : 
His father, Neptune, he in strength surpassed ; 
At JoTe*s right-hand his hideous form he plac^d^ 
Prond of his might : the gods with secret dread 
Beheld the huge enormous shape, and lied. 
Remind him then, for well thou know'st the artf 
Go clasp his knees and melt his mighty heart. 
Let the driven Argians^ bunted o'er the plain^ 
Seek tlie last verge of tbia tempestuous main 
There let them perish, void of a!! relief, 
My wrongs remember and enjoy their chief: 
Too late with anguish shall his heart be torn^. 
That the first Greek was made the public scom.^ 

Then she (with tears her azure eyes ran o'er) 
* Wliy bore I thee, or nourished when I bore ? 
Blest, if within thy tent, and free from strife, 
Thou might'st possess tliy poor remains of hfet 
Thy death approaching now the Fates foreshow ; 
Short is tby destm'd term, and full of woe. 
Ill-fated thou ! and oh, unhappy I ! 
But hence to the celestial courts I fly, 
Where, bid in snow, to heaven Olympus swellsj^ 
And Jove^ rejoicing in bis thunder, dwells. 
Meantime, my son! indulge thy just disdain, 
Vent all thy rage, and shun the hostile plain 
Till Jove returns. Last night my waves he crost^ 
And sought the distant Ethiopian ooiist ^ 
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AloDg the skies his radiant course he steer'd, 
Behind him all the train of gods appear'd^ 
A bright procession i To the holy feast 
Of blameless men he goes a gratefiii guest : 
To heaven he comes when twice six days are o'erj 
Then shall my voice the sire of gods implore ; 
Then to liis lofty mansion will I pass, 
Founded on rocks of ever-during brass; 
There vrill I clasp his knees with wonted ar^ 
Nor donbt, my sou ! but I shall melt his heart/ 

She ceased, and left him lost in doubtful care^ 
And bent on vengeance for the ravish'd fair. 

But safe arrived near Chrysa's sacred strand 
The sage Ulysses now adtanc'd to land ; 
Along the coast he shoots with swelling gales^ 
Then lowers the lofty mast and furls the sails, 
Next plies to port with many a well-tim'd oar, 
And drops his anchors near the faithful shore. 
The bark now (ix'd amid the rolUng tidei 
ChryseVs follows her experienced guide : 
The gifts to Phoebus from the Grecian host, 
A herd of bulls, went bellowius: o'er the coast : 
To the god's tkne, high looking o'er the land^ 1 
He led| and near tlie altar took his stand, >- 
Then gave her to the joyfiil father^ hand. > 

* AH hail ! Atrides sc is thy daughter free, 
Sends offerings to thy god and gifts to thee : 
But thou intreat the power whose dreadful sway 
Afflicts his camp and sweeps his host away.' 

He Said, and gave her. The fond fiither smilM' 
With secret rapture, and embrac'd his child. 

Tlie victims now tliey range in chosen bands> 
And offer gifcs with unpolluted hatuls; 
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When with loud voice and anns iiprear'd in air 
The hoary priest prefer'd this powerful pray'r : 

^ Dread warrior with tiie silver bow! giTC ear: 
Patron of Chrysa and of Cilia hear ! 
Abont this dome thou walk'st thy constant roimd : 
StilJ have ray vows thy power propitious found : 
Kous'd by my prayers, ev'n now thy vengeance burnSy 
Andy smit by thee^ the Grecian army moariis. 
Hear me once moroi and let the suppliant foe 
Avert thy wrath, and sladc thy dreadfni bow 

He pray'd; and great Apollo heard his pray'r. 
The suppliants now their votive rites prepare : 
Amid the flames they cast the haliow'd br( ad ; 
And heavenward tnm each victim's destined head ; 
Next slay the iatted balls, their skuis divide, 
And from each carcass rend the smoking hide ^ 
On eveiy limb large rolls of fat bestow. 
And chosen morsels round the otferings strow ; 
Mysterious rites! then on the fire divuie 
The great^high priest poars forth the ruddy wuie ; 
Himself the offering burns. On either hand 
A troop of youtlis in decent order stand; 
On sharpened forks obedient to the sire. 
They tarn the tasteful fragments in the fire; 
Adorn the feast, see every dish well stored, 
And serve the plenteous messes to the board. 

When now the various feast had cheer'd their souls, 
With sparklmg wines they crown the generoua 
bowls; 

The first libations to Apollo pay, 
And solemnize with sacred hymns the day : 
His praise in lo Papans loud they sing. 
And &outh tlie rage of the &r-shooting king. 
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At evening tbroogh the shore dispers'd Ihey sleep, 
Hush'd by the db^int roarings of the deep. 

When now, ascending from the shades of night, 
Aurora glo^v'd in all her rosy light, 
The daughter of the Dawn^ the* awakeii'd crew 
Back to the Greeks encamp'd, their course renew* 
The breezes freshen ) for mth friendly gales 
Aj^oUo sweird their wide-di^iended sails : 
Cleft by the rapid prow the waves divide, 
And in hoarse murmurs break on either side: 
In satety to the destui'd port they past, 
And fix'd their bark with grappling halsers fist. 
Then di agg'd her farther on the dry land coast, 
Kegaln'd their tents, and mingled in the host. 

But fierce Achilles, still on vengeiance bent, 
Cherished his wrath, and madden'd in his tent. 
The' assembled chiefi he shun*d with high disdain, 
A band of kings, nor sought the hostile plain, 
But long'.d to hear the distant troops engage. 
The strife grow doubtful, and tlie battle rage. 

Twelvedays were past,andnow the'ethereal train, 
Jove at their head, to heaven retum'd again, 
When Thetis, from the deep prepared to rise, 
Shot througli a big-svvoln wave and pierc'd the skies. 
At ^arly morn siie reached tlie realms above. 
The court of gods, the residence of Jove. 

On the top-point of high Olympus, crownVl 
Witli hills on hills, him far apart she found 
Above the rest. Tiie earth beneath displayed 
(A boundless prospect !) his broad eye survey*d. 
Her left hand grasp*d his knees, her right she reafd, 
, A'Ud toucVd with blandishment his awfiil beard ; 
Then suppliant with submissive voice implor'd 
Old Satuuf $ sou, the god by gods ador'd ; 
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' If e'er, by rebel deities opprest, 
My aid relieved thee, grant this one reqnest. 

Since to short life my hapless son was bom, 
Do thou with fame the scanty space adorn* 
Punish the king of oien, whose lawless sway 
Hath sham'd the yodth^and seiz'd his desdn'd prey* 
Awhile tet Troy prevail^ that Greece may grieve. 
And doubled honours to my offspring give.' 

She said ^ the god vouclisaTd not to reply, 
(A deep suspense sat in his thoughtful eye :3 
Once more around his l&nees the goddess clangs 
And to soft accents ibrm'd her artful tongue : 

* Oh ! speak ; or grant me or deny my pray'r j 
Fear not to speak what I am doom'd to bear^ 
That I may know, if thou my prayer deny. 
The most despis'd of all the gods am L' 

With a deep sigh the Thundering Power replies 

* To what a height will Juno's anger rise ! 
Still dotti her voice before the goda upbraid 
My partial hand, that gives the Trojans aid. 

I grant tiiy suit. But hence ; depart anseen. 
And shun the sight of heaven's suspicious queen. 
Believe my nod, the great, the certain sign, 
When Jove propitious hears the powers divine^ 
Tlie sign that ratifies my high command 
That thus I will ; and what I will shall atand.' 

This said, his kingly brow the sire inclined ; 
The large black curls fell awful fi om behind, 
Thick sliadowing the stern forehead of the god : 
Olympus trembled at the' almighty nod. 

llic goddess smiled ; and with a sodden leap 
From the higii mountain plunged into the deep. 

But Jove repair'd to his celestial tow'rs, 
And, as be rose, up rose the' inuuortal pow'rSj^ 
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' In ranks on either side the' assembly cast, 
Jiow'd down, and did obeisance as lie past. 

To him entiiron'd (tor whispering she had 9een 
Close at bis knees the silver-footed queen, 

. Dangbter of him, vrlio low beneath the tides 
Aged and hoary in the deep resides) 
Big with invectives Jiino silence broke, 
And thus opprobrious her resentments spoke : 

* False Joi^e ! what goddess whispering did I see? 
O fond of coonsds stiM conceaPd from me ! 

To me, neglected, thou wilt ne'er impart 
One single thought of thy close-cover'd heart.' 

To wbom the sire of gods and men replied: 
< Strive not to find what I decree to bide ; 
Laborious were the seio^, and vain the strife, 
Vain ev*n for thee, my sister and my wife. 
The thoughts and counsels proper to declare, 
Nor god nor mortal shall before thee shares 
But what my secret wisdom shall ordain, 
Tbink not to reach, for know the liiought were vain.' 

* Dread Saturn's son! why so severe? (replies 
Tlie goddess of the large majestic eyes.) 

Thy own dark thoughts at pleasure bide or show i 
Ne*er have I ask'd, nor now aspke to know* 
Nor yet my fears are vam, nor came unseen 
To thy high throne the silver-footed queen, 
Daughter of him who low beneath the tideSy 
Aged ,aod Jioaiy^ in the de^p resides. 
Thy nod assures me she was not denied^ 
And Greece must perish for a madmm's pride/ 

To whom the god whose hand tlie tempest forms, 
Drives clouds on doudsi and blackens beav'n with 
stomiSjt 
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TIiiis wrathful answer'd : * Dost thon still complain ? 
PerplexM for ever, and perplexed in vainj 
Sliouldst tliou disclose the dark event to comei 
How wilt thou stop the' irrevocable doom ? 
This serves the more to sharpen my disdain. 
And woes foreseen bnt lengthen out thy pain. 
Re silent fhen ; dispute not my command, 
Nor tempt the force of this snperior handt 
Lest all the gods aroaod thee leagaed, engage 
In vahi to shield thee from my kindled rage.' 

Mute and abasird, she sat without reply, 
Aud downward turn'd her large majestic eye, 
Nor further durst the' offended sire provoke : 
The gods around him trembled as he spoke; 
When Valcan, ibr bis mother sore distreat, 
Turn'd orator, and thus his .speech addrest : 

* Hard is our tkte, if men of mortal line 
Stir up debate among the powers divine, 
If things on earth distnrb the blest abodes» 
And mar the* ambrosial banqnet of the gods t 
Then let my mother once be rul'd by me, 
Thougli much more wise than I pretend to be : 
Let me advise her silent to obey. 
And doe submission to onr fiither pay, 
Nor force again bis gloomy rage to rise 
Ill-tira'd, and damp the revels of the skies ; 
For should he toss her from the* Olympian hill 
Who could resist the mighty monarch's will? 
Then thon to iove.the Thunderer reconcile. 
And tempt him kindly on us all to smile/ 

He said ; and in his tottering hands upbore 
A double goblet, fill'd and foaming o'er. 

^ Sit down, dear mother! with a heart content^ 
Nor urge a more disgraceful punishment ; 
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Wliicb if great Jove inflict, poor I dismayed 
Most 8taad aloof, nor dare to give thee aid* 
Great Jove shall reign for ever micontroU*d : 

Remember when I took thy part of old, 
Caught by the heel he svvang me round on high^ 
And headlong horrd mv, from tiie* ethereal sky : 
From mora to noon I fell, from noon to night, * 
Till pitch'd on Lemnos, a most piteons sigiitl 
The Sintiunts liardly conld my breath recall, 
Giddy and gasping, with the dreadful tall/ 

She smii'd ; and, suiiliog, her white arm displayed 
To reach the bowl her awkward son convey'd: 
Prom riglit to left the generous bowl he crowned, 
And dealt the rosy nectar fairly round. 
The gods laugh'd out, unweary'd as they spied 
The bnsy skinker hop from side to side. 

Thus feasting to the foil, they passed away 
In blissfiil banquets all the livelong day ; 
Nor wanted melody : with heavenly art 
The Muses sung ; each Muse perform'd her part, 
Alternate warbling, while the golden lyre 
Touch'd by ApoUo led the vocal chour. 
The snn at length declinM, when every guest 
Sought his bright palace and withdrew to rest* 
Each had his palace on the' Olympian hill, 
A masterpiece of Vulcan's matchless skiU. 
Ev'n he, the god who heaven's great seepjtre sways, 
And frowns amid the lightning's dreadful blaze 3 . 
His bed of state ascending lay composed; 
His eyes a sweet refreshing slumber clos'd 9 
And at his side, all glorious to behold, 
Was Jano, lodg'd ui her alcove of gold* 



TO A LADY, 

■ WITH THE DESCRIPTION OF THE PBOBNIX. 

I 

Lavish of wit, and bold, appoarthe Hues 
Where Claudian's genius in the Phceoix shines ; 
A thousand ways each brilliant point is turu*d, 
And the gay poein Uke its theme adorn*d. 
A tale more strange ne'er grac'd the poet^s art. 
Nor e'er did fiction play so wild a pait» 

Each fabled charm in matchleito Celia meets, 
The heavenly colom-s and ambrosial sweets j 
Her virgin bosom chaster fires supplies, 
And beams more piercing guard 4ier kindred^es; 
Overflowing wit imagined wonder dr4^w, 
But fertile fancy ne'er can reach the tmc. 

Now buds your youth, your cheeks tlieir bloom 
disclose, 

The* untainted lily and nnfolding rose ; 
Ease in your mien, and sweetness in your &ce, 
You speak a siren and you move a grace ; * 
Nor time shall urge these beauties to decay 
While virtue gives what years shall steal away. 
The fair whose youth ean boast the worth of a80f | 
' Ih age shall with the charms of yotftb engage I 
tn every change stfti lovely, still liie same, . 
A iairer Pbcenix in a purer flame* 
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DUSCHiPTION OF THE PHCENIX. 

FROM CLAliDlAN* 

In utmost oeem lie* a lovely Me 

Where spring still blooMand^eetis^^r ever smile. 

Which sees the Sun put on his first array, 
And hears his panting steeds briii^ on tlie <1ay, 
When from the deep they rush with rapid fopcei 
And whirL aloft to irM tiieir glorious course. 
When first appear the raddy streaks of light. 
And glimmering beams dispel the parting night. 

In these soft shades, unprest by human fee^ 
The happy Phoenix keeps his balmy seat ; 
Far from the world disjoin'd, he reigns aioB^, 
Alike the empire and its king unknown : 
A godlike bird ! whose endless round of years 
Outlasts the stars, and tires the circling spheres* 
Not us'd like vulgar birds to eat his till, 
Or drink tlie crystal of the nmrmttrii^ rill, 
But fed with warmdi #om Titan's purer ray. 
And slak'd by streams which eastern seas convey ; 
Still he renews his life in these abodes. 
Contemns the power of fate and mates the gods* 
His fiery eyes shoot fortii a gfittering ray, 
And round Ms head ten fliousand glories play; 
High on iiis crest a star, celestial bright, 
Divides the darkness with its piercing lights 
His 1^ are stain'd with purple's lively die^ 
His amrewfaigs the fleethig wkids ou^ ; 
Soft plumes of cheerful blue his Kaibs inrfbid, 
Earich'd with spangles and bedropt with gold* 
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• 

Begot by none liimself, begetting none, 
Sire of iiimself be is, and of himself the soo^ 
His life in fniitfiil death renews bis date. 
And kind destniction but prolongs his fate ; 
Ev'n in the grave new strength his limbs receive^ 
And on the funeral pile begin to live ; 
For when a thousand times the summer smi 
His bending race has on the zodiac ron^ 
And when as oft the mnal signs have roll'd^ ' 
As oft the wintry brought the numbing cold. 
Then drops the bird worn out with aged cares, 
And bends beneath the mighty load of years. 

So falls the stately pine, that prondly grew 
The shade and gfory of the mountaui's brow : . 
When pien^d by blasts and spouting clouds over- 
spread 

It slowly sinking nods its tottering head, 
Part dies by winds and part by sickly rains. 
And waitkig age destroys the poor remains. 

Then as the silver empress of the night 
Overclouded, glimmers in a Winter light, 
So frozen with age and shut from VighVs supplies. 
In lazy rounds scarce roll his feeble eyes, 
And those fleet wings for strength and speed re« 
nown'd, 

Scarce rear the' inactive lumber from the ground. 

Mysterious arts a second time create 
The burd prophetic of approaching &te : 
PiFd on a heap Sabaean herbs he lays, 
Farch'd by his sire the Sun^s intensest rays ^ 
The pile designed to form hisfunei*al scene. 
He wraps in covers of a fragrant green, 
And bids his spicy heap at once become 
A grave destructive and a teemiog womb* 
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On the rich bed the dying wonder Ues^ 
Imploring Phttbos with persoasive cries 
To dart upon bun in collected rays, 
And new create him in a deadly blaze. 

The god beholds the suppliant from afar, 
And stops the progress of his heavenly car. 
< O tbott (aaya he) whom harmless fires shall bum, 1 
Thy age the flame to second youth shall torn, > 
An infant's cradle is thy funeral urn ! ) 
Thoa on whom Heav'n has fix'd the' ambiguous 
doom 

To Hve by ruin and by death to bloom, 
Thy life, thy strength, thy lovely form renew, 

And with fresh beauties doubly charm the view T 

Thus speaking, midst the aromatic bed, 
A golden beam he tosses from his head^ 
Swift as desire the shining ruin flies^ 
And straight devours the willing sacrifice^ 
Who hastes to perish in the fertile fire, 
Sink into strength, and into life expire. 

In flames the circling odours nmunt on higi^ 
Perfiiine the air and glitter in the sky ; 
The moon and stars amas'd, retard their flighti 
And Nature startles at the doubtfol sight ! 
For whilst the pregnant um with fury glows, 
Hie goddess labours with a mother's throesy 
Yet joys to cherish m the friendly ilames 
The noblest product of the skill die claims. 

The' enlivening dust its head begins to rear^ 
And on tlie ashes sprouting plumes appear j 
In the dead bird reviving vigour reigns^ 
And life retoming revels in his veins: 
A new-born Pbeenix starting from the flame 
Obtams at once a son's and Other's name, 
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And the gr^at dnuDge of doable fife displays 

In the short moment of one transient blaze ! 

On his new pinions to the Nile he bends. 
And to the gods his parent urn commendsy 
To Egypt bearing with majestic pride 
The balmy nest where first he liv^d and died* 
Birds of all kinds admire the* unusual si^ht. 
And grace the triumph of his infant tiight; 
In crowds imouniber'd round their cliief they fly^ 
Oppress tiie air, and cloud the spacioiis Ay ; 
Nor dares the fiercest of the winged race 
Obstruct his journey through the' ethereal space ^ 
The hawk and eagle useless warsforbear. 
Forego their courage, and consent to fear; 
The feather'd nations humble homage hmg^ 
And bless the gaudy flight of theur ambrosial king ! 

Less glittering pomp does Parthia's monarch yieid^ 
Commanding legions to the dusty fields 
Though sparkling jewels on his helm abound^ 
And roysJ gold his awfiil head surround. 
Though rich embroidery paint his purple vest* 
And his steed bound in costly trappings drest ; 
Pleas'd in the battle's dreadftil van to ride^ 
In graceful grandeur and imperial pride* 

Fam'd Ibr tfie worship of the Sun there stands 
A sacred fane in Egypt's fruitful lands, 
Hewn from the Theban mountain's rocky womb 
An hundred columns rear the marble dome ; 
Hither, 'tis said, he brings the predous losAf 
A gralefid offermg to the beamy god, 
Upon whose altar's consecrated blaze 
The seeds and relics of himself he la3rs ; 
Whence flaming incense makes the temple sUae, 
And the nM attam braatbe perfiuaas dfarine i 
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The wafted smell to far Peliisium flies, 
To cheer old ocean and enrich the skies ; 
With nectar's sweets to make the nations smile, 
And scent the sevenfold channels of tfie Nile. 
Thrice happy Plioenix ! Heaven's peculiar care 
Has made thyself thyseU's surviving. heir; 
By death thy deathless vigom* is supplied. 
Which sinks tomin all the world beside : 
Thy age, not thee, asristing Phoebos bnms, 
And vital flames light up thy funeral urns : 
Whatever events have been thy eyes survey, 
And thou art fixt, while ages roll away : 
Thon saw'st when raging Ocean burst bis bed, 
O'ertop'd the mountains and the earth overspread; 
When the rash youth inflam'd the high abodes, 
Scorch'd up the skies, and scared the deathless gods* 
When Nature ceases thou shalt still remain. 
Nor second Chaos bound thy endless reign ; 
Fate's tyrant laws thy happier lot shall brave, 
BalHe destruction and elude the grave* 



FINIS. 
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